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CHRISTMAS WAITS! 

«€ As you know, Poor Papa’s crank on Christmas Eve is to have as many‘ Friv.’ girls up to supper as he can lay hold of—all male things being strictly 
prohibited. The boys stood this fairly well last year, but Socialistic murmurs.of Revenge were heard in the far distance. Thinys culminated on Wednesday 
night. The row outside was excruciating. Papa rushed to the door and fell into the trap for him. Mamma says she heard the thud at the top of 
the house. The shrieks from the giris for vinegar and brown paper will never be forgotten. I fancy I hear them still.” —Toorstz. 


2 ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


[Christmas, 1890, 


O! the Vain Pride of mere Intellectual Ability! How Worthless, 
How Contemptible, when contrasted with the 


RICHES OF HEART! 


—SMILES. 
a The Mother in her office holds the key 

Of the soul; and she it is who stamps the Coin 

Of Character, and makes the being who would be feeble 

But for her prudent cares a vigorous man! 

Then crown her Queen of the World. : 


SHE WHO ROCKS THE CRADL 
RULES THE WORLD. 


This heart, my own dear mother, bends, 
With love's true instinct, back to thee.—/vwre. 


Who that has languished, even in advanced life, in sickness and despondency—who that has pined on a weary bed in 
the neglect and loneliness of a foreign land—but has thought on the mother “that looked on his childhood,” that 
: | smoothed his pillow and administered to his helplessness? ©! there fs an enduring tenderness in the love of a mother 


to a son that transcends all other affections of the heart. It is neither to be chilled by selfishness, nor daunted by 
' danger, nor weakened by worthlessness, nor stifled by ingratitude. She will sacrifice every comfort to his convenience * 
! she will surrender every pleasure to his enjoyment; she will glory in his fame and exult in his prosperity ; and, if mis- 
’ fortune overtake him, he will be the dearer to her from misfortune ; and if disgrace settle upon his name, she will —_ 
: love and cherish him in spite of his disgrace; and if all the world beside cast him off, she will be all the world to him,’ 
—Washington Irving. 
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And such is human life, so gliding on, It qiimmere like a meteor, and is gone! 
THE MORNING AND EVENING OF A MOTHER'S LIFE. 


WHAT HIGHER AIM CAN MAN ATTAIN THAN 
CONQUEST OVER HUMAN PAIN P 


DRAWING AN OVERDRAFT ON THE BANK OF LIFE.—Late hours, fagged, unnatural excitement, 

breathing impure air, too rich food, alcoholic drink, gouty, rheumatic, and other blood poisons, feverish colds, 
billonsness, sick headache, skin erw » Pimples on the face, want of appetite, sourness of stomach, &c.—Use 
ENO'S “FRUIT SALT.” It is pleasant, cooling, health-giving, refreshing, and invigorating. You cannot over- 
state its great value in keeping the blood pure and free from d 


E YERYTHING BUT THE PLAINEST FOOD DISAGREED WITH ME.—“ Onslow Gardens, 

London, 8.W., Sept. 10th, 1882.—Sir,— Allow me _ to oa my gratitude for the wonderful Preventive of Sick 
Headache yon have given to the world in ENO'S ‘FRUIT SALT.’ For two years and a half I suffered from sick 
headache. Five months ago I commenced taking your‘ FRUIT SALT’ Ee~ g and have not had one headache 
during that time; whereas formerly everything but the plainest food disagreed with me. I am now almost indifferent 
as to diet. I cannot thank you sufficientiy for conferring on me such a benefit.—I am, Sir, yours gratefully, TRUTH.” 


EGY¥PT.—CAIRO.—“ Since my arrival in Egypt in August last, I have on three occasions been attacked by fever, 
from which on the first I lay in hospital for six weeks. The last attacks have been, however, completely repulsed 
In a remarkably short space of time by the use of your valuable * FRUIT SALT,’ to which I owe my present health, 
at the very least, if not my life iteelf. Heartiest gratitude for my restoration and preservation impels me to add my 
reescrs and in so doing I feo] that I am but obeying the dictates of duty.—Believe me to be, Sir, gratefully yours, 


A CORPORAL, 18th Hussars, May 26th, 1843.—Mr. J. C. ENO.” 
* = . Fe FRUIT SALT’ in my severe attack of fever, and I have every reason to say I believed it saved my 
e.—J. C. ENO.” 


[™PORTANT TO TRAYELLERS.—We, the undersigned, have for the last four years used ‘FRUIT SALT’ 
durivg several important Survey Expeditions in the Malay Peninsula, Siam, and Cambodia, and have undoubted! 
derived very great benefit from it. In one instance only was one of our party attacked with fever during that b 


and that ed after our supply of ENO’S ‘ FRUIT SALT’ had run out. When making long marches under 
the powerful _ravs of a vertical sun, or travelling through swampy districts, the undersigned have used ENO’S 
‘PRUIT 'T’’ two or three times a day in the following manner : At daybreak, two teaspoonfuls. 


mixed with the juice of a raw lime and a little sugar, in a tumbler of water ; shortly afterwards a light meal of tea or 
coffee, bread and fruit; about midday one small sj ful with raw lime juice and water ; and before retiring for the 
night, another teas ful in water. The‘ FRU SALT,’ used as aforesaid, acts as a gentle aperient, keeps the 
blood cool and healthy, and wards off fever. ‘The undersigned have pleasure in voluntarily testifying to the value of 
’ your preparation, and our firm belief in its efficacy. We never go into the jungle without it, and have also recommended 
; it to others.—Yours truly, Commander A. J. cs, F.R.G.8 , his Siamese Majesty's Hydrographer ; E.C. DAVIDSON, 
Superintendent Siamese Government Tel — Bangkok, Siam, May, 1883.—J. C. ENO, Esq., on.” 


The Secret of Success. Sterling Honesty of Purpose, without it 
Life is a Sham. 


} “A new invention is brought before the public, and commands success. A score of abominable imitations are 

immediately introduced by the unscrupulous, who, in copying the original closely enough to deceive the public, and yet 

not so exactly as to infringe upon legal rights, exercise an ingenuity that, employed in an original channel, could not 

fail to secure reputation and profit."—A DAMS, 

CAUTION. —Ezxamine each Bottle, anid see that the Capaule ts marked ENO'S “FRUIT SALT." Without it you 
have been tmpose1 on by a worthless imitation. SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS. 


Prepared only at ENO'S “FRUIT SALT "Works, Hatcham, London, S.B., by J.C. ENO'S PATENT, 


BOILING WATER OR MILK. 


EPPS’S 


_ GRATEFUL—COMFORTING. 


BREAKFAST OR SUPPER. 
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A COMM™MITTEEB OF TASTE. 


THE ONLY THING THEY AGREE ABOUT IS THAT 


EVE ENTE i tie KING OF Foods 


Reduction of Duty 24. per Pound. 


BARBER & COMPANY 


(CEstastisugo in tus Last Century), 


Are now enabled to offer to the Public Formerly 
AGOOD, PURE, PUNGENT, g | As. a4. 
LEAF CONGO, now e e per pound. 


UNEQUALLED AT THE PRICE NAMED. 


2) lbs. Free by Parcels Post for 

3s. 5d.; 4) Ibs. for 6s.; 6% Ibs, 

. for 8s. 7d.; and 10 lbs. for 
183, 2d. 


SUPERSEDING EVERYTHING 
WITHERTO OF FERED 
AT THE 


Formerly 1s. 44. per Pound. 
No outrageous names, but 


“CEYLON TEA,” 


Pure and Simple (own packing), at 18 6d. per 

Pound. Compare it with that sold in fancy packets 

with fancy names at nearly double the price. 1b Sample 
free by post, for 18. 9d.; 2¢ibs for 46. 3d. No charge for 
carriage of parcels of Tea above 10 ibs. in England. 


Remittances to be crossed “London and South Western Bank.” 
Postal Orders from 1s. 64. to 10s. 64. may now be had for a Penay from all Post Ofices. 


BARBER & CO., ™ dient Gite w, 


a ra 7pe Bere’, Leadon OE, ; Hines Cross, M.; 208 Westbourne Grove, W.; 
W 42 Great Street. W. Also Birmingham. 
waiiies on Preeton sand 1 Church Brest’ ana mimeer belidiues 


b . and London Koad, Liverpool. 


£1 OOO To BE ABSOLUTELY GIVEN AWAY. 
a | eral Catalogue for 1891, containing 3900 Testimonials and Engravin of Watches and Jewellery of every description. 1 


.. It is a Work of Art; the Engravings being hy Aldridge a Tilby, R.A. This Catal @ has cost over £1000 t 
produce. and Lam giving it away free of charge. Send your tame and address from ‘any part of the world, and a copy will be ren 


CALL AND SEE THE WORLD-RENOWNED 


BLBOTRICO GOLD AND CHEMICAL. DIAMONDS (REGISTERED 
are Orystals of Marvefious Lustre, Brilliance,and Hardness, and cannot be detected from the genuine article. Experienced 
deceived, They w:li stand all acids and heat. Can be mounted at the side of real Gems without fear of detection, & cal 
wore by the most fastidious Dergon with confidence. Electric Gold is the same Rich Colour throughout the entire metal, 
teed equal te Real Golu. Every one pleased. Money returned if not approved. For size of finger cut ho'e in card. 


Pin, 
of great lustre, 


21/6 


3.6 
Half Hoop Ring, set w t 
Five Mixed Stones + 
IN Diamonds of the Lf 
water, and very driv 
REAL GOLD, eee, Ex pert Gr cet 
le judges deceiver, 
5/ oe free, 3 6, 


MOUNTED IN REAL MOUNTED 


GOLD, Per Pair, 


Buckle or Keeper Ring 
or Wedding |stainped 18 This Ken 


Solid Band 
Mixed Stone Dress Ring.| Diam: Stone Dress Ring, very |Ring, beautifully finished] is a masterpiece, an‘! Ir 
and equal to 22c. gold. 


My well-known wonder, peat and pretty. t inevery respect. 
Post free, 1s, 4d. Post free, 2s, oa. Pout free, 18, toes free. Is, 


B. D. GOLDSTEIN, 16, 18 & 20 Oxford St., London, VW 
(Next Door to the Oxford Music Hall) 


“Ease, Strength, and Durability. 


THE 


BRITISH ARGOS 
BRACE. PATENTED. 


The best Self-adjusting 
Brace in | the World. 


Gives to Every Movement of the Body. 


Lady's Diamond or ‘ad 


‘RUNNING ON PULLEYS. 
, A Lasting Favourite with all Wearers- 
Patentees and Sole Manufacturers for Great Britain and 1 the Colonies, 


W. BLENKIRON & SON, 123 Wood St., London 


Wholesale of all Warehousemen. 
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CONTAINS NO RUBBER, THE CORDS, 
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Christmas, 1890.] 


‘England, Teome and scanty— 
and) £1,000. 


Pass Lied to ght tana is 
‘oman (young prefe: 
inlon Tula ine Feckite Baoan, Sea The Mil 
dewed Edifice has 
made up his mind 
to have an old- 
fashioned buster 
right up to New 
Year's Eve. On 
January Ist he will 
turn over his 
annual new leaf, 
and endeavour, by 
strict attention to 
business, as the 
reengrocer next 
seer to oe 
operies " says, to 
merit the contin- 
uance of your 
favours a e8- 


teemed patrona 
The year 1891, the 
first of another 
ten, will be a 
memorable one in 
the history of this 
country, for A. 
SLOPER is goin; 
to offer £1'006 
in money to be 
compe for by 
the readers of 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S 
HauF-HouipAY.” To regular purchasers of the said “ HALF- 
HoLipaYy” it is useless A. SLOPER eaying one single word. The 
must like the paper, or they wouldn't buy it. But to those inha 
tants of the British Isles, who have so far forgotten their duty to 
their Queen and Country as to be without their “ ALLY SLOPER” 
every week, a few words must be addressed :—“ ALLY SLOPER'S 
HatF-HoLIDAY” has the largest circulation of any illustrated 
paper in the world, it costs but One Penny, is published through- 
out the length and breadth of the land gina hursday morning, 
and contains, apart from other luxuries, eight pages of pictures 
and reading equal in quality to the contents of this Christmas 
Number. If after this you don’t buy it every week you ought to 
be ashamed of yourselves. Well, now for this £1 000 Prize, which 
will be given away in one lump. “There is no chance in this com- 
petition, so ’elp me Iky Moses!" (oath taken by ALLY SLOPER in 
the presence of all the London Magistrates). To enable you to 
compete for the £1 OOO, you must show SLOPER that you have 
bought his paper for Six Months, therefore, commencing with 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HAuLF-HOLIDAY” for January 3rd, 1891, cut out 
the first paragraph in “ Ally-Campane” from each week's paper, 
and keep the cuttings by you until June 27th, 1891, when you will 
have twenty-six in your possession. Then add two lines to com- 
plete the following Nuraery Rhyme :— 


There was an old Fossil named SLOPER, 


«4 Merny Christmas and a Ha; 
iy A. SLOPER, Friend of Man 


children at 


That unfortunate, fruity, old SLOPER ! 


The dotted lines have to be filled in, and the first, and second, and 
third and fourth lines must rhyme. Write the Rhyme out on a 
piece of paper, with your name and address at the top, and post it, 
with the twenty-six cuttings, as soon after June 27th as you can, to 
“Sloper's £1,000 Oompetition,” “THE SLOPERIEs,” 99 
SHOE LANE, FLE&T STREET, LONDON, E.C. Don’t post the 
Rhyme or any of the cuttings until you have the twenty-six—that 
is, one from each week's “ HALF-HOLIDAY,” commencing January 
3rd, 1891, and ending June 27th, 1891. To the writer of the 
best Rhyme will be awarded £1,000. 


Prothing BHeixtratagant Atbout Teer. 


Mistress (to New Servant). Now, this is Christmas time, Mary, 
and I expect you to enjoy yourself ; but remember, I do not like to 
see food wasted. 

New Servant. Oh! I’ won't waste none, mum. I've ‘ad to go 
without, and I'd rather eat till I’m ill than waste any victuals, 


FA. GX bristmas Wream. 


"TWAS last Xinas Day ; 
and I'm sorry to 


ith 

With some friends I 
consented to dine ; 

And I came home to 
bed with a horrible 


head, 
And a_ wonderful 
nightmare was 


mine. 

I dreamt that I sailed 
in a vessel that 

“ hailed 
rom the prosperous 
rt of Rohe, 

With a cargo of shells, 
caramels an 
church bells, 

And a dozen pianos 
or so, 


We'd of passengers 
plenty —some 
seven-and-twenty, 

And ail of them wore evening dress ; 

We'd a clown and a peer, and one gondolier, 
And sixteen M.P.s, more or less. 

I noticed the captain was constantly wrapt in 
An eider-down down to his feet, 

Though he did not require warm attire, for a fire 
At the masthead was causing great heat. 


At last, sailing fast, we passed by Belfast, 
And soon we dropped anchor off York, 
Where we shipped some French beans, fifteen sewing 
machines, 
Some thimbles and Mexican pork. 
Off we started again, but it came on to rain 
As we lay off the Kast coast of France, 
So the crew and the skipper all played “ Hunt the Slipper,” 
While the passengers joined in a dance, 


When off Rotterdam the ship changed to a tram, 
And gaily we drove to Bordeaux ; 

But, getting out soon, we engaged a balloon, 
Which was starting ba then for the Row. 

I thought it looked silly to sail down Piccadilly, 
So I jumped—but I fell on the floor, 

And I mournfully said, as I crawled back to bed, 
“I will dine out at Xmas no more,” 
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Every Thursday.—One Penny.—Post -free, 14d. 


Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday. 


Eight Large Pages Crammed Full of Pictures and Reading. 
THE LARGEST CIRCULATION OF ANY ILLUSTRATED PAPER IN THE WORLD. 


MONEY PRIZES! GRATIS PLATES! 
TWENTY SLOPER WATCHES GIVEN AWAY WEEKLY! 


Two Handsome 

Your Life ioearag te ie Pony Ween? 
four Character Ket ee, AM ; 

Ally Sloper'e Art Unica for Bvoryuody | 


“THE SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” 
Is conferred on Professional People d: serving the Distinction, 


“THE SLOPER MEDAL FOR VALOUR” 


Ts presvnted in all cases of Individual Bravery. 


“THE SLOPER WARRANT” 
Isgiven to people who have made a Mark inthe Commercial World, 


“THE SLOPER CERTIFICATE” 
Is bestowed on Music Halt Proprictors Sor Purity of Motive, 


merge ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 

rwarded toany part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada 
and Pntted States of amare peat free, : 

3 months, ls. 8d.; six months, 3s. 8d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 


P.0.0.8 payable to GILBERT D&uLz1E 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 30 SHOE LANE, FLEET Sraxet, Lo 


NDON, E.C. 


“Oh! but for one short hour, 
A respite—however brief!" 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APPEAL 


For the Destitute Poor of London. 


Another year gone, and all of us a year older. A year, 
after all, is not a very long time, and yet what changes 
those three hundred and sixty-sive days have brought about / 
Some of us are richer, others poorer ; some stronger, others 
weaker. Some of us have shaken hands for the last time 
with friends in whom we had believed ; and some of us have, 
alas / lost for ever, in this world of grief and sorrow, those 
most dear to us. Still, with all our troubles, there’s a big con- 
solation in the fact that the yreatest happiness on earth is 
to be found in doing something for somebody—in doing 
something for those who cannot do it for themselves. Dear 
old British Public, you love your Atty, and your ALLY 
loves you. The Old Man's going to pitch the same yarn 
that he’s pitched you before, but he knows that you won't 
turn a deaf ear to his appeal. This is the time of all 
others when the shoe pinches most—the time when poor 
suffering humanity wants coals and soup and blankets more 
than ever. You, then, dear old B.P., will help—Suorer 
knows you twill—to bring a ray of hope into some of the 
poverty stricken corners of this Great City. No one knows 
better than SLoPER does how little he can do where so much 
ts required, but that very reason makes him more deter- 
mined to try his utmost. Let us all, when we meet our 
Sriends on Christmas Day, and wish one another “A Merry 
Christmas, Long Life and Prosperity,” be able to say to 
ourselves, in all humility, “I’ve done my best.” Take 
Sroper’s word for tt, the turkey will taste nicer, and the 
plum-pudding will not disagree half so much tf you have 
given something, even were tt only a penny, to help those who 
don’t know what Christmas Dinner means. Subscriptions, 
no matter how small, will be acknowledged, week by week, 
tn “ Atty Svorer’s Hatr-Howipay,” and the distribution 
of the moneys will commence on Saturday, December 20th. 
The Proprietor of “ Auwy Siorer’s Hatr-Houipay” has 
pleasure in heading the list with a cheque for £25, and 
ALLY confidently leaves the rest in the hands of his kind 
Sriends, Please address :-— 

Mr, GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS APPEAL,” 
“The Sepee 99 Shoe Lane, 


leet Street, London, E.C, 
pe 


“%'be Wone GAp BWest!” 


THROUGHOUT the winter, cold and drear, 
To battle with the fangs severe 
Of grinding poverty, and cheer 

The anguished breast, _ 
To make the tear-dimmed eyes gleam bright, 
To make the heavy heart grow light, 
Oh, let us—let us—all unite 

And do our best! 


For Christmas joys will seem more sweet, 
And Christmas comforts more complete, 
And Christmas dainties we shall eat 
With greater zest, 
If but, to nourish and to aid 
Poor hopeless ones by Want decayed, 
Poor sutfering ones on sick beds laid, 
We've donc our best ! 


Tet none, because his means are slight, 
Retain,-for shame, the largess light: 
Remember how the widow's mite 

By CyRriIst was blessed ; 
And be assured that Heaven to-day 
Will smile in an approving way 
On whosoe'er can truly say, 

“T've done my best 


At the bristmas inner. 

Hostess. May | trouble you to say grace, Mr. Cantwell? 
Rev. Mr. Cantwell (hurriedly rising as the steam from the roast 
ved reaches his nostrils). Ah, with the greatest pleasure—er—am 


the only minister present? (Lovks round the table.) The Lord's 
name be praised ! 


oe 


ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. : 


FL Wictetic Witty. 
It would seem, from several recent discussions on the subject of diet, that 
the true way to test a diet is not to experiment on a mere City man, or a 


doctor, but upon the literary man who must produce daily “three or four 
columns of strenuous copy.” 


THE question 
of diet 
they're just 
now dis- 
cussing, 

Would seem, at 
this season, 
a suitable 
theme ; 

For just now 
there is 
talk about 
stuffing 
and truss- 


ng, 
And young: 
stera, and 
oldsters of 
good cheer 
now dream, 
On _ various 
diets each 
medical 
journal 
has 
nounced 
with its 
and 
ts cons. 
As to which of such diets cause sorrows internal, 
Or paint the consumer with pines bronze, 
But the test (whether diets be solid or sloppy) 
Is this, it appears is't a diet that cheers? 
And, it you belong to the journalist throng, 
Will that diet, when in, assist you to “spin” 
Your daily three columns of “strenuous copy "? 


Yea, a diet to suit pocts, pressmen, and so forth, 
Would seem to need something distinct and defined, 
If you wish lines and stanzas to fluently flow forth, 
up, fish, fowl, and joint should be all of grand kind, 
The wines and liqueurs must be really A 1-ers ! 
Dessert !—well !—the choicest of fruits will suffice ; 
In fact, ald the journalist’s meals should be stunners, 
Then the World will remark of his copy—“ How nice!" 
For no author can sail fortune’s sea (which is “ choppy") 
Unless all his food is gorgeous and goo-d, 
For his meats and his drinks, with his genius are links, 
And when well-lined within he can cheerily spin, 
His several columns of “strenuous copy"! 


The proof of the pudding lies here now before you— 
(Or, proof of the theory, rather let's say) 
This poem, although it may bother or bore you, 
Is really, believe me, a beautiful lay, 
And how, think you, this Christmas effusion was written? 
SY SLOPER most sensibly fattened this bard, 
Gave him geese, pige and turkeys, and roast beef of Britain, 
And drinks which “connoshers” hold high in regard— 
ALLY didn’t want lyrics xsthetic and “ floppy 
He wanted them strong ; so this bard he fed long 
On a diet deemed beet for a poet-man’s chest ; 
And now, as you see by some miracle, he 
Has produced you this sweet bit of “strenuous copy”! 


——+ —__—_ 


Wremarkable Bndeed. 


Visiting Lady. Well, Mrs. Muddling, I am sorry to hear that 
our cottage has been burnt down, especially at a season like this, 
t’s really most unfortunate for you. 

Mrs. Muddling. Yes, mum, that it be! And jest to think that I 

lived there nigh onto forty year, and sich a thing never happened 
to me before ! 


Sloper’s bristmas JaleToast. 


SLorER becometh more bright in the eyes, 
SLOPER dismisses his sorrows and sighs, 
SLOPER becometh more red in the nose, 
SLOPER indulges in numberless “ goes.” 
SLOPER sends out a few friendly, sincere 
SLOPER- -esque wishes ; for Christmas is here ! 


WISHES The Wreck that each home may be bright, 
WISHES that grief smitten hearts may grow light, 
WISHES that sorrow aud pain may surcease, 
WisHES that Yule may bring plenty and poe. 
WISHES = your bliss may ex his most dear 
WISHES, while beautiful Christmas is here! 


Everyone knows what it is to despair, 
Everyone carries a burden of care. 
EVERYONE murmurs with reason; but yet 
EVERYONE now should be happy ; so let 
EVERYONE banish the sob and the tear,— 
EVERYONE smile while old Christmas is here ! 


truce to the heart that can never rejoice, 

truce to the evermore querulous voice ; 

smile for the creature who finds upon earth 
season, not ouly for grief, but for mirth. 

cheer for the creature who strives to appear 
contented, blithe mortal, while Christinas is here! 


MERRY, then, merry ce 
and glad let us S 


PPrPPrp 


MERRY the groups 
b y the gay 
Christinas tree ; 

MERRY the young, 
as todance they 
combine ; 

MERRY the old o'er 
their comfits 
and wine; 

MERRY for once, 
though our lives 
may be drear, 

Merry and _ blithe, 
while old Christ- 
mas is here ! 


CuRISTMAS but 
visits us once 
ina way, 

CHRISTMAS when 
landed has not 
long to stay! 

CHRISTMAS _ shall 
have, then, a 
welcome most 
warm, 

CHRISTMAS shall act on our cares like a chur. 

CHRISTMAS shall fill all our souls with good cheer, 

CHRISTMAS is jolly, and CHRISTMAS IS HERE! 
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HAD HER THERE! 
Bes ele Vermmver, { Seats Citan rere rented mes ato Kents, Mr, Foote, By vet Sie? 
"Ballet Master. Well, well, my dear, 1 certainly don't think you ought to complain, for your dress isn't ! Deseo deterumunsoe yield 


A SCARER SCARED. 


_ 
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The reason of Mr. Pothead z . 
Chris’ D ing Day iewet. 
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“ How do, Sir Pudding ? a Merry Christmas to you.” ws 
“Merry Christmas, eh! Not much morriness for us. Our forte XE WAs KNO p —_ = HE HAO HIS OWN 
. {sto make others merry ; but we'll make some of ‘em sit up a bit “ heto) AND WouLD OFTEN PARTICULAR ROOMIN THE 
afterwards, eh, old man?” AMONG W'S SET AS THE ‘ ENTERTAIN THEM ale in ObO MANOR HOUSE ,AS THE NEW 
CHAmeron Scaner , RECITAL OF Hrs SUCCESSES. TENANT SOON OIScovERED 
ee 
Your Mother shal sleep 
1% Ihe haunted oom 4 ? 
Yow Dear, Linsish. 


SAN AZNAN 
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HT 


TENANTS MOTNER-IM*Law WROTE 
SWE WAS COMING UP FOR CHRISTMAS , 


ANO WHEN THE ' | 
ANO WOULD STAY AMONTH, 


7 is the ae of edit that CHRISTMAS AND MOTHER-IN-LAW ARAIVEO, 

Upem the Christmas daze of old ’ AND THAT Good Lacy was ABour To GET 
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OLD FAMILIAR FACES. . . 
“Say yer found ‘em, Joey! Say yer found ‘em in a shop window! Go on, First Actress (who has had a bouquet handed her from a private box). 

J on!” Hallo, girls! Here's a note begging me to favour the writer with an inter- Arrival of Aunt Bunkum on her usual visit. Terrific 

[Tableau. The usual thing. Bodbte vanquished and half murdered, Second. Actress (maliciously). Yes, dear; but it is rather » pity you did by, : Lager edie gag saloon! 

vice triumphant and chuckling. So wags the stage world. not attempt to disguise your handwriting. SIEe mena tetris maading « tonnes te tnt een ot cake 
LETTING THE CAT OUT OF THE BAG. 

il, ih “eee 4 


“ Don't about 1 Just now you were grumb about 
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although on Christmas Kve Bumpkins was not entirely hairless, yet it was noticed, 
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6 ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


Fhe Great SHtage Strike. 


SPECIAL DETAILS FROM SLOPER'S DOUBLE-DISTILLED 
EXTRA SPECIAL CORKESPON DENT, 


CONSTERNATION IN THEATRICAL CIRCLES, 
UNION AND NON-UNION PLAYHOUSES, 
THE MILITARY ON THE, MARCH. 
RIOT ACT IIT, READ, 
MOVING ADVENTURES OF SLOPER,' 
“THE SLOPERIES,” CHRISTMAS EVE, 


From several chaotic cablegrams received from our own water- 
proof—or rather, whisky-and-water proof correspondent—we regret 


any dissensions have occurred in a theatre (a matter — 
rare—even where “ghosts” have not perambulated with that 


before this mure or less deathless report runs like wildfire 
throughout the land, there may be a strike of clowns, of 
harlequins, of pantaloons—nay, e'en of columbines and sprites! 
—not that there are many such nowadays to strike. But no matter. 
It may even come to pass that our comic siogers—worse, our 
“ serios "—will strike fur—— But no! over such an idea we prefer 
to draw a veil of tears, Meanwhile, can we not, in imagination, 
see those excellent old ladies, the grave and reverend Mrs. 
Melpomene and the saucy Miss Tottie Thalia blushing with anguish 
and turning for very shame their faces to the wall, in those niches 
which they have go long filled in the good old Temple of Fame? 

Thus much by way of introduction, Now to descend to the 
ordinary Common (or Covent) Garden, 

THE SAME DETAILS, DATE ONLY LATER. 

The Strand has for the past hour been ina state of terrible ex- 
citement. Not by reason of its being “ up ”"—for that is a state the 
Strand is used to; or should be if it isn’t—but fora far more serious 
cause, The prediction as toa Players’ Strike has unhappily been 
verified, and only a quartet of an hour ago, theatrical managers, and 
the audiences they had contrived to attract, were alike paralyzed 
by a proclamation setting forth that until certain grievances of the 
coulisses were redressed (for all the world as though the said 
grievances were mere burlesque ladies )—they, the actors of London, 
would cease from work—nay, they would strike. Within a few 
ininutes of receiving this wild manifesto, the managers were per- 
force compelled to return to the public the money or orders which 
they had given in exchange for seats, and to declare a general 
knock-out—we mean, lock-out, 

In the scene of wild disorder that ensued, Your Own Correspon- 
dent sustained a severe scratch of one-eighth of an inch in duration 
on the extreme eastern off-side tip of his O. P. ear. But nothing 
daunted, he fought bravely on to a mass-meeting, which had been 
hastily called at a neighbouring, not to say adjacent hostelry. Sub- 
joined is a report of the proceedings, 


THE ACTORS’ AGITATION. 


A mass meeting, in connection with the above movement, was 
held last night in the Bottles and Jugs department of the “ Un- 
sweetened Fountain Tavern.” The bar was crowded in every 

and the greatest excitement and bad language prevailed. The 
Shairman said, amongst other things, that they were met for 
the purpose of considering the disgusting grievances which they 
had borne so long and loftily (Hear, hear!). These grievances 
were many (A voice: “ Rather!"). He detected, he thought, a touch 
of “sarc.” in that “Rather!” Doubtless, the s er was buta 
spy from the managerial camp (A voice: “ We know that man; 
he comes from Shetheld!”), But to resume, Seriously, what was 
their greatest grievance? (Voices from various parts of the bar 
exclaimed, ‘Totally inadequate salaries!” “No broughams pro- 
vided !" “ Finding our own wig paste !” “ Not enough time allowed 
for variation of clocks!" “No participation in the profits !” etc.), 


Yea, the chairman continued, each one of these grievances was 
e h to have caused 2 mummers’ mutiny long, long ago. But— 
and here the speaker's voice trembled with emotion—there was 
another and er cause for rebellion (Cries of “Name!” “ Chuck 
it out!” “Chaif!" “Scotch, cold!" etc.). He had been asked_to 


give itaname. He thought that perhaps a little J. Jameson, with 
ee ight——But he was from the 
point. The grievance in question was one which not onl 

‘0 home to the hearts of all before him, but it would, when sta 
teeze with horror all concerned—especially the Great British 
Public, on whom the actors of the still somewhat United Kingdom 
had shed such lustre. This grievance, then, what was it? (A voice : 
“ Oh, when it’s a-jar!"), Yes, it wasa-jar, as his impatient friend 
in front had remarked. It jarred upon the noblest feelings that 
could possibly find residence in a player's breast. Need he say that 
he alluded to the Unequal Distribution of Fat? (Cries of “Name!” 
“Shame!” “One with Soda! the other Plain!" etc., etc.). It 
was a well known fact that many managers, whom he could name, 
dared tc give lines to mere minor actors, such as General Utilitarians, 
Walking Gents, and so forth. He therefore begged to move, in 
light spring vans or otherwise (laughter), the following resolution : 
—“ That, bearing in mind the shabby way iu which actors of acknow- 
ledged eminence were treated in not being allowed to have all the 

lay to themselves, it is resolved by this meeting to call upon all the 

st members of the best profession to come out on strike until 

their natural enemies, the managers, who were known to be the 
most callous of capitalists, should listen to reason.” (Vociferous 
applause. Cries of “ Hear, hear!” “Rum, hot!” ete.) 

At this stage of the proceedings a Mr. Schupermeister proposed 
an amendment to the following effect :—* That, bearing in mind 
the greed of so-called celebrated actors on the question of absorption 
of adipose deposit, theatrical managers should be compelled by 
law, under pain of fifty years’ penal servitude in New Tipperary, to 
provide for all the smaller members of their company 
equal, at least, to those generally allotted to such swellheads as 
their unrespected chairman. In short, that the Public should cease 
to mind its own business, and should demand from managers, on 
behalf of actors, Equal Distribution of Property and Parts! 

A scene of indescribable confusion now ensued. Barmaids turned 
ae waiters wi and strong actors, in their excitement, called 

or stronger drink. Suddeuly a voice was heard to exclaim, “Time, 
please !" and the meeting was over. 
LATER STILL. 

The Great Theatrical Strike has assumed a still more serious 
aspect, In the small hours this morning a secret meeting was held 
in the Mutton Chop Club of the Flyceum Theatre, Mr. Henry 
Ravenswood in the chair, The object of the meeting was to con- 
sider what tactics actor-managers should adopt in the present 
crisis. The chairman pointed out to his friends nt, including 
Mr. Village Tree, the Rev. Juder Spydah, Mr. Edward Lavender, 
Dr William Astier, etc. that he did perceive here a divided duty, 
As actors, he felt sure they would agree with him when he 
that they should at once fon the ranks of those agitating in thea- 
trical circles. On the other hand, it was their duty, as managers, 
to fight the said petnices to the bitter end, or even further; as 
actors, they should strike; as ma ra, they ought to punish 
strikers; as one or the other, their duty might be clear, but, as 
actor-managers, they didn't know what the devil to do. Their 
sympathies were both ways—in short, the chairman felt that he 
and his brother actors present were collectively a sort of Janus at 
5st. 7lb, After much earnest confabulation, the matter was about 
to be put to the vote—that is to say, that a coin was to be spun up 
to decide their line of action—when another actor-manager, a Mr. 
Garrickham by name, of the Guyterion Theatre, burst into the 
room, and, in an excited manner, addressed the meeting to the 
following effect: That it was all very well for them to sit there 
debating whether they should, as players, strike for the additional 


threepeuny-bit, or whether, as managers, they should give a fort- 
night's notice to all agitators concerned, and so lock half of each 
of themselves out, but a matter of far greater moment had arisen : 
What was Salary? what was Fat? what, even, were Receipts? He 
would tell them that a still greater form of oppression threatened 
them—they had, in fact, been stabbed by the hirelings of the 

nny ss. Critics; yes, critics, forsooth! had dared to find 

ult with them—at least, they had found fault with him, and that 
was good enough for him. He called upon his brother actor- 
managers, therefore, to combine with him and strike against their 
Oppreasors, place the traitors’ heads upon the Griffin! No 
answer being vouchsafed, the meeting was presently dissolved—in 


LATER STILLER, 

The Great Stage Strike has assumed still more startlin, 
aspects, Just now the Strike Committee and its thousands 
of adherents formed themselves into battalions, and proceeded to 
maltreat the play goers who had dared to go to the few non-union play 
houses, and denounced them as blacklegs. The rioters, then wreck- 
ing the Gattilaide Gallery ex route, and gathering up all its chops 
by way of commissariat proceeded to march toward the Palace of 
Buckingham, 8.W. At this stage the military were called out from 
the frout of Drury Lane Theatre, with Lord General Commander-in- 
Chief Sheriff Auzustus at their head, and were bidden to follow in 
swift pursuit, che din of war was heard far and wide, Members 
of Parliament, ‘epared to sit all night rather than venture into 
the streets an! find themselves haply at the mercy of the 
infuriated actor nob. Such a scene of confusion has, perhaps, 
never been witn :ssed, even in the House of Commons or in a 
Clerkenwell vestiy. The Mace quivered with emotion, and, like 
its pugilistic namesake, longed to be in it. Foremost in his duty 
was the good Gildalziel, boss of this family journal, He had 
found it necessary to go out and glue together the fragments of 
Our Extra Special but Badly Battered Correspondent, 

Suddenly a face eppeere’ at one of the third tloor windows of the 
Palace in question. It was Her face !—the face of Britannia, the 
Wave-Ruler. The mass of strikers stood awed and sobbed audibly, 
Presently the Gracious Figure descended, till at last It stood on 
the front doorstep. 

“My children,” said Her Most Gracious Majesty (for it was pat 
“cease, oh! cease this unmitigated rubbish ! All shall yet be well. 
Papers shall be laid upon the Table, with a view to laws being 
passed enacting exactly what each dissentient demands, 80 what 
could you wish for more?” 

At this the vast crowd cried, “We will! we will!” 

Then H.G.M. summoned to Her two figures from the front ranks, 
One was our double distilled but disintegrated Special. 

“ Remove that man!" gaid She, “to the deepest dungeon beneath 
on ornamental moat.” This being ee ly done, She turned to 
‘igure Number Two, and said, sweetly, “ Kneel, Gildalziel.” And 

then, hitting him over the head with her sceptre, remarked, “ Arise, 
Bir Gi alziel, and don't do it again !" 
And thus ended the Great Stage Strike of 1890! 


(Christmas, 1890, 
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THE Eminent sat in his cosy arm chair, 
And he playfully patted the aureate hair 
Of Tootsie the tiful, Tvotsie the Fair, 
As she jovingly nelt at his feet, 
And a tear —— ght in the Mouldy One's e5e, 
As he made to hia d: ter despondent reply : 
“Nay, Ly deep for such things has for ever cane by,— 
op the subject, my girl, I entreat |" 


But the maid 
threw her arms 
round the Tot- 

, ale neck : sa 

y, you stup! 
old darling, you 
foolish Old 
Wreck, 

We're already be- 
gisning our "EN 

welling todeck 


With the holly sss 
a aoe = Af) 
ughs, 
In a fortnight the 7, 


season of Yule 7 A 


will be here, 
\, 


And you know 
jolly well, you 
nting old 


dear, 

That we'll take 
no delight in 
our Cbhristmas- 
tide cheer 
If you join not 
the merry car- 
ouse!"" 


And the Foasil replied, though his accents were sad, 
“ Be it so, then, my love ; for 'twere churlish, egad ! 
To abstain from the sport if my presence can 
To my own precious Tootsicum's bliss, 
Yet in one little matter I won't be gainsaid ; 
To the best of my power your delights I will aid, 
But I solemnly swear that nor matron nor maid 
"Neath the mistletoe bough will I kiss!" 


“You are joking, dear Pal” “Nay, the devil a joke!" 

Said the Old Kuppatee, with a sob and a choke. 

“T have been all my lifetime a kiss-loving bloke ; 
But, alas! I've grown withered and sere. 

And my blood in its channels flows sluggish and cold ; 

And my breath doesn’t smell quite as sweet as of old ; 

And the maidens, whom once I could charm, would but hold 
These dry lips in abhorrence, I fear! 


“ But I'll use my best arts for augmenting your bliss, 

If yourself and your friends will take notice of this : 

That A. SLOPER has pledged himeelf neither to kiss 
Nor be klnsed *neath the mistletoe bough !” 

So the bargain was made ; and at Christmas the Play- 

Ful Old Prodigy joined in the revelries gay ; 

But what scoundrel will have the presumption to say 
That he shattered his virtuous vow? 


. . * s * * 


Yet, alas! the foul whisper of Calumny speaks 
Of a thousand wee dimples (remaining for weeks 
After Christmas was gone) on a thousand fair cheeks, 
Which were caused by that nose of the Wreck’s! 
And we hear (though we treat the rumour with scorn) 
Thata from Dent's to Court Mildew has borne 
Thirty dozen sweet pairs of new gloves to adorn 
The fair hands of the feminine sex ! 


Wark Woings. 


Mrs, MuGwoumpP was fair, fat, and had been forty fur some years. 
She also happened to be Joskins’ landlady. Mra, Mugwump kept 
her eye on Joskins, 

Eliza was Mrs. Wugwump's maid-of-all-work. She was plump 
and tempting asa peach. Joskins kept his eye on Eliza. 

It was Christmas Eve, and Joskins had won a goose in a rafile. 
He was so elated by his good fortune that he stood everybody 
drinks. Then everybody stood Joskins drinks; then he lost the 
goose he had won. He returned home with a corkscrew walk, his 
hat kcocked in,and his necktie streaming down the back of his 
neck, Where there was one lamp-post he saw two, and knocked 
his head against both. The pavement must have been screwed, 
for it kept flying up and hitting him on the chest. At last he 
reached his street. The doors flew round, and when his own rail- 
ings came Hf he hung on to them and sat down on the ste D. Then 
he took off his boots, and thought he'd go to sleep, Then he 
thought of Eliza, and began tocry. At last he began to sing ina 
sort of heart-yearning wail, and the cat on the parapet stopped his 
own song, declaring that he couldn't keep in tune while a bally 
row like that was going on. A 

The door softly opened, and a voice said, “S-s-h! Do come iv, 
Mr. Joskins,” 

“ Dearesht —_, I (hic) adore you,” said Joskins, ss 

“S-s-h! the iceman'’s coming. come indoors!" was 
whispered. Joskins rose, gathered up one boot, and rolled into 
the passage. As the door opened, the draught blew out the candle. 
All was dark and quiet. 

“ Darling, I love you,” said Joskins, Then he threw his arms 
round the trembling 
form, and imprinted a 
beery kiss on the unre- 
sisting lips. Oh joy,! 
the chaste salute was re- 
turned. 

“My own one,” said 
Joskins. 

“ Dearest Joskins,” re- 
plied the own one. 

“I will be yours 
for ever, and will __ 
put up the bannsh —= 
next week,” he ex- — 
claimed. 

“You swear it?” 
was the whispered 
reply. 

“Swear?” said 
Joskins, helping 
himself to one 
more kiss, “Oh, 
damnitall!" for 
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the hatstand. “Let me light the gas,” said the fair one, She 
struck a > and Joskins silly simultaneously. im th 
It was Mrs, Mugwump, and a week later she offered him 89 
alternative of putting up those banns or facing the music in the 
egret Bench Division of the High Court of Justice. He put as 
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Christmas, 1890.) 
Fthe Blessings of 


Woring Way. 


THE sun shines through my 
window pane, 
And tweaks me by the 


nose, 
And pulls my ears—it’s all 
in vain 
To seek for more repose, 
“ touse up, rouse up, recal- 
citrants, 
No longer here delay ! 
Up, up!” he cries, “and don 
your pants, 
For this is Boxing Day.” 


His rays are shining merrily 
Across the snowy slush ; 
With mad, anticipative glee 
The sweeper plies his 

brush. 
The oo and the baker 


y. 
Are “happy, blythe and gay,” 
And all the gw deel beams with 


joy 
Because it’s Boxing Day. 


The railway porter tips a smile, 
And gives his cap a touch ; 
The cabby takes his fare (one 
mile), 
And thanks ua very much, 
The cheeky boy, who cleans our knives, 
Has not a word to say ; 
They're all politeness for their livea, 
Because it’s Boxing Day. 


The big policeman on our beat 
Is bland instead of grim, 

(And, generally, when we meet, 
It’s we kotoo to him), 

And our poatmistress condescends 
To wield a gentle sway ; 

She eee quite unbends 

use it’s Boxing Day. 


An all-pervading wish to bless 
Distinguishes the crowd ; 

The humble have more humbleness— 

a There isn't any proud. 
t And ev'rybody tries to prove 

In ev'ry blessed way, 

That you're the sun round which they move, 
Because it’s Boxing Day. 


Respectful homage marks each shop, 
The lamp-posts stand aside, 

The omnibuses kindly stop 
And offer you a ride. 

The clouds politely touch their caps, 
And breezes softly say, — 

“ We hope we're not intrusive chaps,” 
Because it’s Boxing Day, 


Oh ! blessings on the Boxing Day 
That makes the world so bright, 
And scorn on him who'd grudge to pay 
: To ev'ry man his mite. 
And as for me, to-day I roam 
(Collecting is my lay), 


And don't intend to be at home 
vg! Till after Boxing Day. 
corn) 
FA. Merry S/H hristmas. 
By a BAD TEMPLAR, 

On! it’sa jolly institution, Christmas—such a cheerful festival ! 
First of all, it generally rains on Christmas Day, or else it snows, 
and the streets are sloughs of despond in about ten minutes, You 
ne Jet wake up with somebody howling what they call a carol, under 
mp kept your window. Your landlady is late with your breakfast, and, 
1 instead of apologizing, smirks and wishes you “A Merry Christ: 
8 plump maa,” and you are expected to reply, “Same to you, and many of 
rafil ‘em.” You go out, the Inn porters giare at you for daring to be in 
ue body chambers on Christmas Day. You go into Fleet Street. Nocabs; 
ery . no pubs, open till one o'clock ; no nothing. You tear off to the 
4 he railway station, thinking you will run a little way out—no trains 
. 7 hie till after church. You go back to the Temple, call on one or two 
pote fellows, find their oaks sported and notes pinned to the door that 


they’ve gone away. Foz comes on; you light the gas at mid-day, 
and sit over the fire shuddering with influenza, You dress and go 
out to dine with some relations. Lot of people there you don’t 
know, and don’t want to; lot more you do know, and, still more, 
don’t want to. All the children down to dinner, consequently, 
series of free seats spanks, slaps and squalls, Obliged to eat some 
roast goose and a mysterious sweet black composition, Old family 
jars re-opened, general row, everybody in beastly temper. 
After dinner, worried to sing—on roast goose and plum-pudding ; 
kids let loose all over you, armed with money-boxes. Some idiot 
suggests forfeits, and you are let in for making a fool of your- 
self; decline, and are informed you are a di ble brute, 
Hostess suggests musical chaira. You break the back off one of 
her new suite of spindle-shanks and she calls youaclumsy brute. 
Obliged to kiss your great-aunt under the mistletoe, Try to kiss 
the only Sage 5 girl in the room, and her fellow threatens to punch 
your head. Play at cards—lose all your silver and your temper. 
lost gets screwed and has a row with his wife. Then supper, more 
nudding, mince-pies, anticipation of nightmare, realization of 
veartburn, Miss last train—walk four miles in slush and snow to 
lind a cab; pirate cabby (a four-wheeler) demands treble fare. 
After he has taken you three miles out of your way, discover that 
cabby is hopelessly drunk, Tell him so; he offers to fight you. 
Voliceman comes up and threatens to run you both in. Crowd of 
midnight roysterers gathers—insists on ied paying the man— 
threatens to lynch you. To escape, get bobby to take you to the 
patios station ; square neat with a sovereign and return home 
He first train, Go to bed and send for doctor, Grand institution, 
*hristnas | 


come in, 


3!"" was 
led into 
> candle, 


his arms 
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Awa wWon. 


Hr kissed me, oh, how often, in the Christmases of yore, 

And cuddled me up to him ‘till my staybusk made me sore. 

I look back at those happy years, those blissful moments seem 
Like some delicious chapter from a fairy’s flossy dream. 


\ Alas ! the sweetest joys are ever shortest in their stay, 
As far as he’s concerned, I’ve not been kissed for many a day 
His big moustache I never feel upon my lips or brow. 
When did he die? He isn’t dead—but he’s my husband now! 


elmeameen ee 


him the #, 

in the bey Won't Relar. 

) put up IF there's one class of men on whom all the jollifications and fun of 
packed Christmas falls like a flat iron it's pawnbrokers, They don’t unbend 


a bit, and, as for a swig from.the loving cup—off ! right off ! what- 
ever the season, they rigorously keep the pledge! 


Fhe Garvier- WA urkep’s Wxatal et rrand, 
(A FABLE.) 


IT was going on for Christmas, and the world was very busy 
With the kind of preparation that a Christmas-time demands, 
And in nearly all the houses in the West End and the City 
cg § ere getting mighty muddled up through running short of 
ands, 
But the house that seemed most paralyzed of all the other houses 
Was a building kept exclusively for sending pigeons forth 
With the Christinas-cards, and messages of more or less importance, 
To the West and to the East, and to the South and to the North, 
At the time of which I'm writing there was not a single pigeon 
“ Waiting orders” at the office ; every carrier was out, 
And the man who made the money from their post official labours 
Was beside himself with terrible anxiety and doubt. 
What if, all upon a sudden, came a rush of busy people 
Wanting letters, cards and whatnot sent to such and such a 


lace, 
While his measengers were flying on a host of other errands, 
And eon cin be back for hours? Oh! what if ¢hat should be 
the case 


Now, by great ill-luck, no sooner was the thought in fair formation’ 

Than a man (a young policeman) quickly entered and sat down, 

And BpOn § piece of paper wrote these simple words—“ Oh, trus’ 
e i} 


m 
Which he hurriedly directed to a Miss Matilda Brown. 

Thisaccomplished, he went forward to the man who kept the pigeons, 
And he said unto that worthy, in an off-hand sort of way, 

“Here! be good enough to send this to the lady it’s addressed to. 
It is most important—therefore, let it go without delay.” 

It would scarcely have been business to confess one's staff unequal 
To a little extra pressure, 80 the pigeon-man replied 

“Sir, this instant shall your message to the lady be delivered,” 
Whereupon the young policeman paid his fee and stepped outside. 


When he'd gone, the pigeon-owner, striding up and down his office, 
Took to thinking how this message could be taken to Miss Brown, 

(She — cook to Mrs, Somebody, of Number Something, Some 

reet 

Situated in the neighbourhood, I think, of Camden Town.) 

How unnecessary, surely, was the pigeon keeper's fluster ! 
Though, of course, the fellow little dreamed that, coming in the 

oor, 

Was a vain and gaudy turkey, who, on hearing hands were wanted 
Had determined (though he'd never flown on messages before) 

To present himself that morning at the pigeon house of business, 
And be bre that they might give him some employment there 

and then, 

He was jealous that a smaller tribe of wing and beak creation 
Should be following employment of a kind pursued by men, 

Why should he, a noble turkey, with a lovely crimson wattle, 

Be compelled to strut in idleness and gloom the whole day long 
While a set of trump'ry pigeons were engaged in high pursuits, and 
Lived a life above their betters? It was cruel, it was wrong !— 

Musing thus, he boldly entered the establishment in question, 
And, saluting its proprietor with quite a haughty bob, 
Said, “I waderani you give employ to birds renowned for swift- 


ness ; 
So I'm here to join your ataff, sir, You'll oblige me with a job.” 


The proprietor looked angry, and his first impulse, it’s stated, 
Was to seize the gaudy game bird, and to wring ita beastly neck, 
But his manner of a sudden changed to one of great politeness, 
And he answered to the turkey, “Oh, with pleasure; wait a sec,” 
Then he ran and fetched a letter he had pigeonholed but lately, 
(Which was hurriedly directed to that Miss Matilda Brown), 
And he cried, “Away with this, kind sir, to Number Something 
Some Street, ; 
Situated in a district, I believe, of Camden Town.” 
And the messenger that instant winged his clumsy flight to North- 


ward, 
Where ihe young policeman’s sweetheart was in service as a 
cook ; 
And she read the letter over (which was simply this, “ Oh, trus’ 


me ! 


And that message to Matilda was the only one he tuvk! 
———— 


~ A : 
FAL. Frvorrible Gihristmas TEXbe. 

‘Twas Christmas Eve, and E 3,907 stood in an attitude of silent 
thought at the corner of Circumambient Square, W.C., and pon- 
dered o’er his past. It had gone eleven; the goose club reveller 
with unsteady step had lurched and lumbered home ; the harmless 
young people from Bethesda Chapel, who were qualifying for chronic 
rheumatics, under the style of “waits,” had passed, wishing him 
“Merry Christmas, Bobby,” and cracking some harmless wheeze of 

re-Adamite brand anent the rabbit pie, All at once, as he passed a 

ouse at the further end of the square he heard a weird and unusual 
scream, It seemed to come from an upper room, and was the voice 
ofawomau, Longand loudly did she wail, and piteous indeed were 
the grief-laden “ Ohs!” that assailed the vigilat.t ears of E 3,907. He 
felt that his chance had come, that he was about to be the rescuer and 
saviour of some delicate female from a tragic end, Grasping his 
truncheon firmly in his right, he ascended the doorstep and kuocked 
a loud resounding double knock. The groaning temporarily ceased 
—he was not surprised at that—but no one answered the door. He 
placed hia ear to the letter-box, and could plainly hear a human 
voice in a long and unearthly wail, This decided him, Placing 
his brawny ack against the oaken door, and his feet against the 
stout iron railings, he forced the door with a terrific crash, and 


rushed into the passage. As he did so, a dark skinned villain, with 
piercing black eyes and hair of jet, came down the stairs. His face 
wore an anxious look, and there was stains upon his hands and 
shirt-cuffe. Like a cheetah upon its prey, E 3,907 sprang upon him, 
and slip the cold steel handcuffs over his wrists. 

“Murderer ! villain!” he ejaculated, “1 have caught yein theact!” 

“What the devil are you talking about?” inquired the villain, 
quite unconcerned. 

“Your wretched victim—where is she?” yelled the constable, 

“If you mean the lady of the house—Mrs, Thundermuflin—she's 
upstairs in her bedroom.” 

“Has she met a tragic death at your hands?” 

“Oh, dear no, far from it! I’m Dr. Diaphragm, from Gower 
Street. What you took for a murder is twin boys—good night !” 
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G@abby’s Sybristmas Wiarg. 


* December 2th.—Oh, Cris'mus Heave, y'call it, do you? Well, I 
ain't surprised; the name don’t seem altogether ivapproprit. 
Y’know eid boss, at the yard, he’s aot un, I goes in this mornin’ 
for t’ get the old “lot” out, an’ he says “Jim,” says he, “that there 


©, 
you'll ha’ to 
take the old 
mare to- 
day.” “Wot! 
old Rars- 
pee 
3 “why, 
strike me 
pink, guv’- 
nor, she 
ain’t got a 
allop in 
er, an’ as 
for her fore- 
legs, she 
might ha’ 
taken Gene- 
ral Booth's 
first prize 
at kneef¥ 
drill — why, 
afore l've 
gone far 
she'll fal 


g three bob and a kick. Then I gets leary. Pulls up 
at —_ in the Sain’ Marting’s Lane, wheer they'd 'ad a “draw.” 
Finds a toff in the bar, as had drawed 


broker's orfice, said as the port was a bit too frooty, But there, as 
the song says, it was better than nuthink at all! 

December 25th,—Cria'mus Day! It left orf a-rainin’ doorin’ the 
night and froze. The streets is like a sheet o' glass, and all the 
toffa is a-walkin’ "bout to their Cris'mus ies with list slippers 
on, I got the old mare ‘arf-roughed, an’ ‘bout ten o'clock after a 
bit o’ supper, went on the rank, There's one peculiarity ‘bout our 
old mare; when she's standin’ still she crosses her fore nes, ome at 
a time, so's to get as much rest as ible. She stands ip the self- 
same attitood as that there figger o’ Shikspeer at the diestal in 
Leicester Square—where it says as “There's no dark but im- 
pudence.” Well, this here rank’s at Portland Road, ‘Bout five 
minutes t’ twelve hup comes a party of four—two gents au’ two 
ladies, an’ wants to go to Balls Pond, “ Ari a suvverin in advarnve,’ 
says |, and after a lot o' agglin’ they agrees. The way that old 
mare slipped about was somethink horful. We was thirty-five 
minutes gettin’ as fer as Hewaton. In goin’ down that bit 0 wood 

vin’ by the Midland, blowed if she don't slide thirty yards; an’ 

"ye beleeve I could get ‘er up? Notme! No bloomin’ fear! Well, 
strange to say, soon arter the party ‘ad started a-walkin’ it, up the 
Callydonian Road, I manages to git the mare up agin, just in time 
for a swell, as was fairly sosselled, an’ wanted to be druv quick 
to ’Art’s in Coven’ Garding, wheer he'd git a rum an’ milk, 
Now, whether it was Cris’mus, or whether it was the rum 1s 
he coer I dunno, but some'ow or other—( Remainder of page 
missing). 

December 26th.—I know one thing, Mr. Vaughan ain't ‘arf the 
gentleman as pore old Mr. Flowers was? An’, as for the copper 
sayin’ an’ sweerin’ as I orfered to fight 'im for his bloomin’ lan- 
tern—well, I’m——! It ain’t altogether the forty bob that galls 
me, tho’ that’s gallus ‘ard enough, but just pipe yer eye at that 
there magistrate’s clerk—a writin’ fairy tales about it on the back 
o’ the bloomin’ licence! Oh, lor’ !” 


FA. Perfect Gall. 


TUCK at my stool in dull Mark Lane, 
1 pass these winter days infernal, 
Posting hard sales of tight-held grain 
- In Smith & pass og ; k or journal, 
never sport, or or play 
Nor yet indulge in jest or laugh ; 
But there | pass each blessed da, 
A-worshipping the golden calf. 


But when the sun has gone to rest, 
At Drury Lane [ may be seen, 
For there a maid with beauty blest 
In pantomime’s a “ Fwrie Queen" 
She wears such snappy old-gold tights 
That, though my friends do naught but chaff, 
It's there I love to spend my nights, 
A-worshipping her goluen calf! 


—— +1 


Suspended FLnimation. 


HE had been lying in the accident ward ever since they brought 
him in from the party, on Christmas night, with his skull fractured. 
Aud, as soon as the house surgeon had diagnosed the job, he 
remarked to the victim's wife :— 

“Madam, | am happy to say that we have discovered, at last, the 
cause of your husband's condition. A sinall portion of the skull 
was fractured by the injury that deprived him of consciousness on 
Christmas night. J have located the fracture, and, ina few minutes, 
with the help of my assistant, a splinter will be removed. You 
must not be surprised at anything he may say when he returns to 
his senses ; for, though some days have elapsed, there has been no 
lapse of time with him. If he was interrupted in the course of any 
remark he was making at the time the dastard blow was struck, he 
oe finish that remark as soon as the pressure is removed from his 

rain.” 

The surgeon resumed his place at the bedside, and the operation 
proceeded. It wasa complete success. The moment the splinter 
was takeu away, a natural louk came into the man’s eyes, a 
grin spread over his face, and he murmured, in a slow mouno- 
tone :— 

“—__shplendid joke, when'sh a door not a door ?—~eh 2?" 

Then they knew why he got his knowledge box fractured. 
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MORE COERCION. 


Miss Décolletd, -the-by, 8) s, if I am to wear velvet to- “What d’yer v’nor ? Given two whole ha'pennies already to 
Pry meet Gat me ae corset. I taney this one weeld show car Bonfire Fund? Don't think I could keep this ‘ere rocket from goin 
above Se dress. off under ‘arf a crown.” * 
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A MERRY CHRISTMAS. 
“ Why, rather! And s Heppy New Year as well, and 
" plenty of em !"—A. SLOPER. 


). Then on : ee brand H (6). Then Brown and Green started homeward, declaring 
at Mr. Cotton's, the draper’s, ho ; at Miss in they'd not Gere ual morning—a supersuecs bot 
ANYTHING POR A CHANGE. crest wae, Dede . poo Nae diene, cod wees tier 


ing 
“Turkey, tu ‘ ! We're sick of turkey! The brandy; at Cai 
rkey, turkey ey, ly 


the 
rum. Pounce had attempted a final burst of melody, discovered their instru- 
last of the beastly bird, thank to bed, and, taikking yiatop tl rushed tohis Deundevves, pameregtery ms 


inebriated, eo left them in the road in disgust. 


McNAB O’ THAT ILK’S FIRST FOOT. 
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(1). At twelve the McNab started off to first foot the Meentster.——(2). Piper Tamsin also proceeded to first foot Janet, skirling “Hi! Johnnie Coup. ho!"— 
the Laird to MeSwine, Wiaoo hud tne feuve the fet stickin up ra Weary Ma oa natok They all oat Cae ea ae Mag A, discussion here.” anid 
e 0 00 ve ir stickin’ up for a weary man tue rest on,” 5). The; went er, as ler culme u. ng,“ 
vile bae drunk ite! Did ve ever see sich greedy selfishness?” d : ee avin” The tee 


CS J Sketch by 
SOPHEAD’S SERENADING AND WHAT CAME OF IT. ] 
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BOXING NIGHT AT THE “FRIV.” x 


First night of the Grand Christmas Pantomime, “Prince Charrington the Chaste, the Good Fairy County Council, and the Bold, Bad Baron M’Dougall.” Enthustastic reception of Malles. Tootsie Sloper, Tottle Goodenough and 
Lardi Longsox. Joy on the part of the Dook Snook, the Hon. Billy and Lord Bob. Billy longing for an ice—at Bob's expense ! 


CHRISTMAS DAY INCIDENT IN IRELAND. 


“o 
é | 
D CRS a ; 
Gallantry on the part of Jeames on Christmas Day, 
who determines, rather than jealousy shall arise among 
his fellow servants of the female persuasion, to treat 
them all alike. j 
CHRISTMAS EVE; 
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Sketch by our special artist of the Xmas Ball given to the “ Ballybooze Fenian Landlord Stalkers,” by Mrs, Patrick 


| 
| 
i] 
| 
| 
| 
| 
Flannaghan McCarty, at the moment of the unexpected arrival of the police, bad ecran to ‘em! | 


Or how dpskins fulfilled his promise of bringing home the Christmas gouse. 
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Baby WMrothschild’s Sy hristmas. 
A SEASONABLE STORY IN THE GOOD OLD STYLE. 


It was Christmas Eve. 

For the eighteen hundred and fiftieth time or so, it was 
Christmas Eve—that’s why I make a point of mentioning it. 

The suow lay thick upon the ground, So did the customers of 
the “Bull and 
Kick,” for it was 
past closing time, 
and as the belfry 
clock tolled the 
solemn hour of ten- 
thirty they had 
been silently and 
reverently chucked, 

They were a 
humerous — group, 
for times were hard 
and the “Bull and 
Kick” was doing 
a roaring business 
in consequence, 
(You never hear 

ublicans complain 

uring “hard 
times.”) It was a 
group of all sorts, 
sizes and attitudes, 
and as the yellow 
lamplight flickered 
over the recumbent 
figures, one could 
but compare them 
to so many nine- 

ins bowled over 
by that doughty champion Bacchus. And a deuce of a fellow at 
the game he is, too, that Bacchus, though that, perhaps, is not 
such a wonder after all, seeing the constant opportunities for 
practice he has, 

Presently one of the ninepins sat up, A ninepin with a swim- 
ming braiv, glutinous mouth, and an uncomfortable inside. A 
ninepin, which, after alternately dragging itself to its feet by 
means of the ears and noses of its fellow ninepins, and sitting 
down again several times in succession, finally contrived to remain 
upon its legs, and presently meander down a side street. 

At the same moment, ina humble drawing room in Ly deat 
not more than forty feet square, and poorly furnished with a hun- 
dred guinea “suite,” sat Baby Rothschild, thinking of Re ee 
Attempts, pathetic in their inefficiency, she'd evidently made to 
glaze the squalor of her poor abode, but unpretending trifles from 
abroad—not one in worth exceeding twenty ers latest photo- 
graphs and magazines, and suchlike trifles, ill disguised the petty 
poverty she wallowed in. Such things might satisfy the simpler 
tastes of dukes, but, Baby was an actor's child, and had, from 
infancy, been reared in every blessed kind of luxury. But when 
she wedded with a duke (as wed she did), her father’s face, ne'er 
turned on her before with aught but tender love, flashed scorn and 
rage, and with hot words he cast her from his door, and bade her 
pig with her aristocrat, nor ever look upon his face again, © 

And now the Duke was dead, and the estates, entailed, fell toa 
distant nephew's lot, and, with nothing but her jointure left (some 
thousand pounds per aun.), poor Baby had to struggle on as best 
she might. And 8o she joined forces with, and kept house for, 
Ben Neefit, an old prompter whom she had known from infancy— 
her infancy. Of course he drank, All prompters drink. And 
so Baby was sitting up for him and thinking, with a sad heart, 
that to-morrow was Christmas Day, and there was nothing in the 
house for dinner but a turkey, with sausages, a sirloin of beef, a 
plum-pudding, some vegetables, some cheese and a head of celery. 

The old actor—for it was none other than he—had scarcely left 
the theatre when he was butted against by a limp and staggering 
object, It was our friend, the tottery ninepin, 

© Heavens !” exclaimed the former, “if it isn't old Ben! I will 
follow him home and see that he eomes to no harm.” 

And he did it. It was a stupendous thing todo; but he did it, 
The way Ben took wrong turnings, and then found out his mis- 
take, and came reeling back again; the way he took right turn- 
ings, and suddenly became convinced that they were wrong, and 
returned on his tracks ever so far before he finally made up his mind 
that they were right, and proceeded once more; the way he sat 
down in the road and smiled and fell down areas, was enough 
to daunt the most determined spirit; but the old actor stuck to 
it. It was done at last, and old Ben was on his own doorstep and 
fumbling with his latch-key like anything. 

_ Suddenly the door was opened by the plumpest, prettiest, dain- 
tiest, most aggravating little person imaginable—which was Baby, 
of course—and Ben fell in on the mat, Then the door closed, 

“ Me cheeild!" whispered the actor, under his breath, “and has 
it come to this?" And he glanced at the lowly four storied dwell- 
ing, which contrasted so ill with his castle and grounda. “ What 
she must have suffered! I forgive her, poor child, | forgive her!” 
_ And then the bells rang out. Such merry bells! Such happy, 
joyous, cheery, satisfactory bells ; such genial, good hearted belist 
80 that people, waking suddenly, made all sorts of good resolutions, 
and said, “God bless everybody !"” before turning round and goin 
to sleep again. And the old man went home with a chastened 
heart to pack a hamper for his daughter, aud send iit » her in the 
morning with his best compliments, 


* * * » * * 

Christmas Day dawned. You should just have seen it dawn! 
First the sun opened one eye, and sent a little flash of light out ; 
then he opened the other eye, and sent another flash out; and 
then he brought his big good humoured smile above the horizon, 
and flooded the world with light as much as to say, “It’s Christ- 
mas Day!" And the early worm whispered to itself, “It's 
Christmas Day!” And the robin gobbled him up with joy, 

use it was Christmas Day, And the snow sparkled and glit- 
tered, the chimneys began to 
smoke merrily, the policeman’s 
boots shone with extra lustre, 
and the postman tugged joy- 
fully at a couple of huge bags 
of letters—and all because it 
was Christmas Day ! 

And then 
Baby got her 
hamper, It 
was no mere 
twopenny half- 
penny, “half a 
crown to pay 
sign No. 10,” 
ordinary every- 
day hamper, J 
can tell you. 
Why, it was as 
much as a Pick- 
/ ford’s van and 
iy) a team of four 

horses could do 
to get it along 
at all, And as 
for getting it 
into the house, 
it had to be let 
down into the 
. area with a 
steam crane, Then the things that were in it! I can’t tell you 
half of them, There were creams and gloves, and opera tickets, and 
title deeds, and pheasants, and brushes, and combs, and cham- 
pagne, and spectacles, and all the back numbers of “ ALLY 


SLOPER,” and penny ices, and venison, and bonnets, and shoes, and 
stock——, and core. Ay nows what, 

And when the old gentleman came round and took his share of 
everything, and told his daughter to come back to him the very 
next day, and when he promised to set Ben up for life, it was a 
lark, Z can tell you, and no mistake, i 

And, bless you, Ben signed the pledge. Oh, yes he did. I saw 
him do it myself, so I think I ought to know, And very badly he 
signed it, tou. And very badly he kept it, 


FA. GRemorable Gr bristmas. 


IT is said that ALLY was born on Christmas day. 

“A great advantage this,” observed Mr. McGooseley, “because 
you can take a double allowance of drinks—one set for Christmas, 
the other on the strength of the birthday.” 

ALLY was almost as upset at this as when, last summer, 
Tootsie lent her best “ birdcage improver” to the Higgins as a meat 
safe to keep the flies off a leg of lamb they had in use they 
had company to supper, and these low people actually went and 
used it for a cinder sifter afterwards. ; 

“ But when were you born?” said the Cardigan jacketed and 
aproned tyrant of the “ Blue Pig,” as he leant with his arms on the 
bar. “We should like to know eee about you, What 'ouse 
did your father booze at? Did he fall graceful when he was 
chucked? Was his nose as sunsetty as yours?) What was 
collection of leaving shop tickets?” 

The brow of The Eminent was overcast, 

The Eminent is not a man to be trifled with. 

Yet he likes a trifle, though, sometimes, in the a of a loan, 

“ Years ago,” he said, “a fiterary friend wrote my life. He inter- 
viewed me on purpose, I told him all the facts—absolute truths, 
The manuscript has been lying in my drawer ever since.” 

“T should think that if it was taken verbatim from what you 
said, old ‘twopennuth bolter,’ that there must be a good deal of 
lying about that there history.” 

The Eminent was justly annoyed, 

“ McGooseley,” he said, severely, “when a man is three drinks 
behind another man instead of standing ‘even, it’s not for him to 
hurl the stone of calumny at his character.” 

The silence was so d that it might have been buried two thou- 
sand years in the vaults of. an Egyptian pyramid, 

“The manuscript,” said ALLY, as if suppressing all further in- 
terruption, “shall be sent to you for your perusal. Do not soil it. 
I'm not a vain man, but one of these days that there bundle of 
paper will find its right place in the British Museum,” 

+ “My fame,” exclaimed The Only, as he finished off the last dew- 
drop of “ Unsweetened,” “ will rise like the Phenix from my grave,” 

He left them, 

He heeded not the voice of him of the “ Blue Pig,” as he called 
out after him, “ You haven't paid for that there ecrew of Lambert 
and Butler, you old josser,” * . e 

The MS, ran thus :— 

It was Christmas Eve at No. 8 Blatheremstick Terrace, 

" The light of a guttering dip threw the shadow of the man in 
possession’s long churchwarden on the kitchen mantelshelf, 

The day had drawn its weary, dreary, length along. 

The er had shouted rudely down the “Do you call 
yourself a gentleman? I call youa blag-guard, Come out o’ that 
there rat's 
hole o’ yourn 
and pay up 
like a man, 
I'd knock 
sour ‘ed olf 
for a fi'peuny 
bit, only yer 
ain't got such 
a thing about 
yer, yer old 
workhouse 
dodger.” 

The butcher 
had called and 
cruelly re- 
marked that— 

“Not s0 
much as two 
ounces of 
‘chuck’ shall 
stretch your 
weskit, you 
old deserve 
to-swing- at- 
Newgate - old- 


“« [don't quite see as 'ow,” answered the Manin P. “TIT suppose 
uddens were much as they used to was; currants, plums, bread, 
“gee, citron, and a slop of Jamaiky to bind them together.” 

,” observed Mr. H. Sloper, “meant the difficulty in acquiring 
the wherewithal to purchase the separate ingredients, The things 
that had to go, sir, the Family relics, sir, the historical collection 
of centuries,” and Mr. H. Sloper applied what remained of the left 
hand corner of his pocket-handkerchief to his dexter orbit. 

“Yes,” said the M. in P., somewhat sententiously, “I guess there 
was nigh enough walking between here and that there leaving shop 
to wear the pavement out,” 

Mr. H. Sloper sighed. 

“The umbrella, sir, bequeathed to me by my paternal grand- 
parent.” 

“ Well,” said the M. in P., “I don't suppose as ‘ow they nigh 
broke the Bank of England with a-cashin’ notes on it for that.” 

“ She said,” and Mr. H. Sloper almost wept, “that they couldn't 
do more on it thanthreepence, And that was only because the pro- 
prietor kept a farm at Finchley, and he thought that when it was 
opened it might do for a strainer for young pigs’ wash, and the 
whalebone would help to make a new hen house. It just was 
enough to buy the mixed spice, though!” 

“But how about the plums—what was tied up in a bundle and 
shied up the tvobe for them?” 

“Well, as you seem a friend, sir,” sighed Mr. H. Sloper, “I don't 
mind mentioning, in strictest confidence, that I am at present 
divested of my best pair of trousers,” 

“T should think,” said the M.in P., “that you might have sold 
them right out at the rag shop, The deal would have been much 
smarter and quicker.” 

“Only one and four, sir, a paltry one and four was give,” said 
Mr. Sloper, not heeding the irreverent interruption ; “yet,” he con- 
tinued, “Iam fairly well provided for commencing the inclemency 
of the Christmas season,” 

At that moment a faint, curious, then weak cry was heard, 

That cry was memorable in the whole history of the world. 

IT WAS THE FIRST TIME THAT SLOPER’S VOICE WAS HEARD 
BY MorTAL BEING. 

The watches of the night kept by Mr. H. Sloper and the M. in P, 
had been passed. The golden sunlight was painted on the still 
grey dawn. 

From a distant city church the bells rang out merrily. 

At the night public-house at the corner (there was no liceusing 


men in those early days, and early closing was unknown), the doo 
was slammed to, and i noses of a brace of revellers made : 
Shee EL Maer satiga us the ‘bitcle ot the f : 

r. lo pu u e t+) 6 front 
the glorious light of da . id a 

The amber rays of the new born sun streamed on the last 
notice of the water rates on the rosewood worktable, 

Such was the morn when SLOPER first saw the light. 

“It isa curious thing,” said the mouthly nurse to Mr, H. Sloper 
as she show- 
ed him his 
son and heir, 
by the reful- 
gent rays of 
the two ten- 

nny dips; 
‘but w 
are these ‘ere 
marks on the 
dear little 
double- 
breasted 
hangel'’s 

ck ” 

r ey 
look like 
letters,” 
said Mr. H, 


eh ey 


might be a 
‘Hef, a Ho, 
and a Hem, 
said the 


derful ! Won- 
derful ! 

“Yes,” said ALLY at the bar of the “ Blue Pig,” when they were 
discussing the merits of the manuscript, “and those marks are 
there now. P’r'aps one o’ these fine days I shall show myself at 
the Aquarium, 4 /a tattooed man—I might be a draw.” 


Wiary by Wordle Hiatry. 


It was likethis, She said she thought it very hard that a woman 
couldn't find one week in the whole year, and that the week before 
casstmas, 0 go down to Exeter and see her dear father and 
mother, He said, “Oh, for gracious sake go, and get it over.” 
“Quite so,” said she,” and pretty goings on if expect there'll be 


while I’m away.” “As to that,” said he, “1 can keep a diary, and 
show it you when you return”; and he did. He kept two, This is 
the one he showed her :— 

Monday, December 15th.—Called at office, Engaged all day 
ew a rag case. Lost action, Tired out and disappointed. To 

at 9.30, 

Tuesday, December 16th.—Spent the day at office making out 
copies of claim against firm of debtors just failed. Lunched at 
Simpson's, had one beer. At office until midnight. Cab home, 2s. 

Wednesda , December 17th.—Missed dear wife very much, Felt 
lonely. Took breakfastat club, Engaged all day with Simpkinson, 
the accountant. ig the evening at home, and got half way 
through “ Looking k ward,” 

Thursday, December 18th.—Felt vigorous ; lots to do week before 
Christmas. Dictated sixty-seven letters to typewriter. Chop at 
the Café Monico; home, and finished “ Looking Back ward.” 

Friday, December 19th.—Wet day, Made up ledger and bank- 
ing account. At Bloporridge’s invitation, dined at Vegetarian 
Restaurant, and didn't like it, ‘Iwo “Cockles,” and to bed 
before ten. 

Saturday, December 20th._—Woke delighted, and seemed like a 
new man at prospect of meeting dear little wifey arriving at 
Paddington at 3.50, Don't want her away any more,” 

This is the one he didn’t :— 

Monday, December 15th.—Saw the old Dutch off to her mother's. 
Hurroo! not to mention, Yoicks! Shut the blessed oftice up— 
nothing much doing—and gave the two maids a holiday till Friday. 
Went round with the boys, had arare time—made a member of the 
Supper Club, though who proposed or seconded me, haven't the 
faintest idea. Home soon after daylight. 

Tuesday, December \6th.—Felt a bit seedy, got hold of Charlie B., 
who knew two ripping little girls rehearsing tomime at the 
“Lane.” The four of us to Richmond; capital dinner at the 
“Talbot.” They were REAL! Mine's name is Maude: I'm going 
to get her some scent and gloves, Mustn’t forget ‘em, Stayed 
out all night with C., and “did the markets.” Felt a bit seedy 
after the seventeenth rum and milk. 

Wednesday, December Vith. Second night that I haven't had my 
boots off. n at club, betting on the tape all day. Won thirty- 
five of the beat. Dinner at Kettner’s, with a dear little thing I met 
in the Burlington shopping. Saw her in the “Atlas” "bus, at 
the circus, and had to go home and have a nap myself{—positively 
couldn't keep my eyes open. 

Thursday, December 18th—Had boots off last night. Jack 
Allen, and Ned Freeman, and Arthur Hopper saw me home, and 
slept in the house. Had a quiet game at sixpenny “ Nap,” lasted 
till three in the morning. Sacked the housemaid for having too 
much to say about the racket in the house, and broached the last 
case of “ Wachter.” 

Friday, December 19th,—Got up at 7 A.M. and went for a walk. 
That was the last of me for the day, Dou't remember anything 
after 3 P.M. Somebody must have taken me howe, though, dries 
the night, for I woke up with an awful thirst at 6.15 A.M., and 
drank my sponge bath. Didn't feel much like “ painting the town 
again, so hunted pretty little Maudie up at the theatre, and took 
her to dinner at Krehl's, with a box at the Trocadero to follow. 
Ah me! to-morrow’s Saturday ! 

Saturday, December 20th.—Great Scott! Wife'll be back about 
three, Sent a cab to the housemaid at her mother’s, and re-engag' 
her at higher wages, Gave each of the other girls a sovereign to- 
wards a new frock, Had a Turkish bath, a shave and hair cut up at 


Bhipweight's. Put on a clean shirt and a biack tie. Had just 
one brandy and soda, to back me up, as it were, and—oh, Jerusalem : 
—off to Paddington to meet her, 


‘ Christmas, 1890.) 
FA. Wrmtc Saceess. 


From my infancy I yearned for fame, and the first words I lisped 
were, “I will be t celabrit: .” But the problem how was I, 
Leonidas Latherem, to achieve the greatness for which I Beye 2 

y er 


was the 
chief, be- 
cause the 
only hair- 
dresser in 
Razzle-on- 
the - Dazzle. 
During a 
laborious 
career, he 
had man- 
aged to 
scrape a liv- 
ing but only 
by a close 
shave. The 
local _far- 
mers did not 
complain 
more loud- 
ly than he 
of the poor- 
ness of 
their oops, 
though he 
gleaned 
more from 
: stubble. Un- 
like a burglar with a good connection, he made but little by re- 
moving people's locks, and then only by shear industry, I came 
to the conclusion that it was better to rely upon one’s own than 
other people's heads, But what right had I to give myself airs? 
1 wished I had been a lawyer, but Fate had denied me the Bar and 
made me a barber; or a stateaman, but I went another way to the 
top of the poll—I relied rather on the tongs than the tongue; a 
doctor, but I only inflicted wounds ; an artic, but everybody said 
my cuts were dreadful, The hone seemed my own, and only way, 
of obtaining keenness, Then I thought of literature. Eureka ! if 
had found my path. I was used tothe scissors. So I deserted the 
career that wasa hairy litter for one that was literary. 

But it was not so easy as 1 had deemed to live by my brains. 
Perhaps my capital was too small. I tried the comic press, Alas! 
1 had a vein of humour. I failed at political writing, bein 
sonia pred ag A conscience and a habit of speaking of men as 
found them uin stared me in the face, and I left my lodgings 
which I had taken on first arriving in London, and took humbler 
ones in a street which was a genuine relic of Old London. 

The house had a great charm for me, by reason of the pecker, 
nooks and crannies with which it abounded. AndI was y 
interested on ascertaining from old chronicles at the British Museum 
that the first tenant of this house had been a writer in the Eliza- 
bethan mabe and a boon companion of Shakespeare, rare Ben 
Jonson, Raleigh, and various other literary stars. And | ransacked 
my chamber for traces of these immortals ; for awhile in vain, until I 
was tem to remove a loose pest in the age war flooring. 
Here, indeed, was treasure trove! I lifted out a small oaken box. 
With trembling hands I drew forth folio after folio of epigrams 
by Raleigh, sonnets by Ben Jonson, a pastoral ode by Thomas 
Sige om last, greatest, and most overwhelming, 9 play in the hand 
of 8 akespeare himself, which had never seen the light outside 
this room, I sat up all night to peruse that pay. It was in 
the rough 'script—in all probability the piece had never been even 
fair copied. But, oh! the majestic rhythm of the lines, the life- 
like characterization, the soul exciting plot, the perfect blend of 
philosophy and poetry iu the text! It was another classic, not for 
an age, but for all tiine—a diamond that fur three centuries 
lain hidden in the darkness, Fame was mine henceforth—the 
jams of the discoverer of Shakespeare's long posthumous 
wor 
But, ha! a wild thought struck me. A greater glory was in my 
grasp. Wealth and fame were within my reach. I would trauscribe 
that play and send it forth as the creation of my own brain, The 
other manuscripts I would reserve, to be dashed off, as it were, 
from tjme to time, to sustain my reputation, but that reputation 
should rest upon the one play. 

In the silence of my chamber I transcribed the whole of the old 
and original play in five acts, and affixing my name to the title- 
page as the author, forwarded the piece to the manager of a leading 
theatre. Judge of my indignant surprise when I received a polite 
note, regretting the inability of that gentleman, owing to prospec- 
tive arrangements, to consider my work. ‘No matter!” I ex- 
claimed. “The day will come when he will gnash his teeth with 
mortification at having missed an opportunity of making wealth 
and reputation at a bound.” The MS. was forthwith dis hed 
to another manager, After waiting some weeks, I presented myself 
at the stage-door of the theatre in question, and having explained 
the object of my mission, after a considerable delay the stage-door 
keeper returned, bearing my priceless treasure, 

“The guv’nor says we ain't able to do nothink with this,” he 
remark “We've got 'eaps of this stuff!" and he pointed toa 
wardrobe chockfull of the efforts of aspirants to dramatic immor- 


tality. 

I Tore him, speechless with rage, and from that hour devoted 
myself to the task of obtaining a personal interview with a manager. 
‘Mirabile dictu! i dint of perseverance, I succeeded in obtain- 
ing an interview with the High Priest of a third class Temple of 
Thespis. I sketched out verbally the outline of my—or, rather, 
Shakespeare's—play, aud read the most telling lengths, To my 
surprise, he was not elvctrified. 

“What do you think of it?” I asked, leaning back exhausted 
with my own enthusiasm ; and the great one answered, deliberately 
and decisively— ; kes 

“There's no money in it, my friend—the plot ain't original and 
the dialogue is too long. Them lengths want cutting up, but it 
ain’t worth while taking the trouble. The play won't work ! here 
and there there’s a bit of pretty fair writing, but it’s too crude, 
No, young man; 
if you want to 
write for the 
stage, you'llhave 
to turn out better 
work than that.” 

I returned to 
my lodgings in 
a boiling rage, 
determined to 
return to the 
shadow of the 
paternal pole, to 
cut dramatic 
literature and 
hair for the rest 
of my days. 

I confided my 
resolve toa 
friend of experi- 
ence. He half 
approved of it, 
but added, “ By- 
the-by, you read 
French, don’t 
you?” 

“ Fairly well.” é 

“You do? Then, why on earth don’t you try (your -hand at a 
comedy ?” 

“U can't incubate a comedy,” 


> aw SO Oe 


“A many hens that can’t lay can hatch other hens’ eggs, 
what ors you written?” y 

“The only works that I have had a have been impossible 

for boys’-blood-curdling periodicals.” 

“ Dramatise one of those and fey our luck.” 

Asa last effort I followed his advice. Within three months a 
“sparkling and original comedy by a new dramatic aspirant, Mr, 
Leonidas Latherem,” had taken the town by storm, and the A to Z 
companies were travelling the provinces with it, while my royalties 
were as large as those of a tin mine in full working, I next drama- 
tised my juvenile thriller, with the result that | was called before 
the curtain twice at the end of each act, and six times at the finish. 

celebrity and wealth. The interviewers wore out my 
knocker once a week, and the amount I have paid in income tax has 
enabled the Chancellor of the Exchequer to declare a surplus, 


—__+o—_—_ 


: sighs ; 

Mike MGRoraricty’s Surprise arty. 

MIKE MORARIETY was an Irishman, though he spoke with such 
an absence of brogue that he had been mistaken for an English- 
man by most foreigners he had met, and he had met many, having 
travelled much. 

Morariety had left Ireland in the days of his youth, and on his 
arrival in America, had his merits promptly recognized, by bein, 
offered an appointment on the Grand Trunk Railway as chie’ 
engineer—of a wheelbarrow, 

n this capacity he was the pioneer of progressive civilization in 
many a lonely forest, and being far from shebeens, he rapidly 
amassed wealth—that is, when he determined to return home 
to the blasted ould country, he brought with him, as much as 
fifty Loe 
And Morariety proceeded to enjoy it. 

There was much festivity and joy among the Morarietys and the 
M'Canns and the O’ Rourkes, because all these families had inter- 

ied and fought with each other at intervals; but there was 
gs in the house of the Muldoons at the joy of the others. The 
uldoons had sworn a feud, in consequence of the unequal division 
of the price of a pig, which had formed the personal estate of 
Mr. Larry M'Cann when he died. He, Larry, having been related 
to all the four families, it was maintained that the residue of the 
estate should have been equally divided among the whole survivors, 
and the Muldoons maintained that there was a sum of four shillings 
and eightpence ha’penny which had never been accounted for. 

But Morariety had been at church on Christmas Day, and the 
universal peace and joy and su uent whisky which had 
marked the festival, had sunk deep in his soul. He had travelled 
and been welcomed by strangers, and if strangers could be happy 
—< _ the other, why should the ties of blood be broken by 
strife 


Morariety exploded his ful idea on the assembled M’Canns 


and the O'Rourkes and the Morarietys, They scoffed blasphe- 

mously, He ued, They listened doubtfully. He preached 

pee goodwill, They ui cheerfully, principally 

there was likely to be the height of good eating and drink- 

ing if the scheme were carried out. 

orariety’s notion was to ad rele the American idea of a “sur- 
prise party” ivto Ireland. T 


hey would all go unexpectedly 
on a_ visit to 
the Muldoous 
that night, and 
each would take 
with them a 
contribution to 
the general joy. 

*T was a beauti- 
ful idea, and they 
ge parece’ to 
make the pre- 
parations, 

The M’Canns, 
of whom there 
were seven, de- 
cided they would 
take a bottle of 
whisky each as 
their contribu- 
tion to the feast. 

The O’Rourkes, 
cf whom there 
were eleven, 

~ ‘A An > knew that the 

ey others would 

promenly take 

plenty of eatables with them, so decided to take a bottle of whisky 
each to promote the hilarity. 

The Morarietys, of whom there were nine, decided that, in case 
the whisky might be short, they had better take a bottle of whisky 
each with them, z 

The Morarietys arrived first at the family mansion of the 
Muldoons. The house was dark, and no one was inside, They 
got in—one by the window, the remainder by the door. Then 
the O’Rourkes came, and the M’Canns. They lit up the house 
with the Muldoon candles, and io turned the Muldoon kitchen 
bed into a wine-cellar, and sto! the twenty-seven bottles of 
refreshment into it. 

Then they began to enjoy themselves, 

The last quaver of a touching ballad was just dying away in the 
larynx of one of the O’ Rourkes when an unboiled potato struck his 
optic, ane the voice of the chief of the Muldoons was heard to 
remark— 

“ Bad scran t’ye, ye thieves av the world! Wad yeez rob me 
house? Take that, Paddy McCann!” 

Paddy M’Cann took it (it was given with the end of a stick), and 
then he lay down under the table to enjoy it comfortably, 

Then more Muldoons, mixed with Quins and O'Tooles, crowded 
in, and proceeded to explain with their fists that they did not 
approve of the proceedings. 

The Morarietys and the O'Rourkes and the M’Canns moved the 
previous question with such weapons as were handy, and the sur- 
prise party was in the height of its enjoyment, 

Just asa Quin had completed an elegant cast of Mike Morariety's 
features with a tin tea-pot, the police arrived on the scene, and 
nas on the remainder of the programme being completed else- 
where. 

Next day, thirty-four received the sentence of seven days’ im* 
L pareganeny ora fine of seven shillings, and the head of the Mul- 

oons was sent to gaol for twenty-one days for keeping a shebeen, 
the bed which contained the balance of the surprise party's 
whisky being considered ample evidence to secure a conviction. 

The surprise pee, was a great success as a surprise party, but it 
was a most decided failure a3 a peacemaking effort, 

The Muldoons still cherish resentment ! 


Eixtracts from the Wary of » Fobnnic. 


WHICH ILLUSTRATES Two Facts—(1) THAT IT’S NEVER TOO 
LATE TO GET OUT OF IT, AND (2) THAT ONE MAN’S MEAT 
IS ANOTHER MAN'S Polson, 


JANUARY, 


Wednesday, 1st.—Sent James out to buy this diary. Awfully 
fond of keeping a diary. Never kept one properly in my life, but 
awfully fond of trying to. Archy Fitz-Paget ent | with me, Both 
went on to Empire. 

Monday, 6th.—Got that sealskin for Rosa. 

Thursday. 8rd.—Got the bill for that sealskin, 

Wednesday, 29th,—Called on Abrahams, 


ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. il 


FEBRUARY. 


Saturday, 1st.—Abrahams called. I went and saw the guv. 
Tuesday, 11¢h.—Gave a dinner at Rules’ to Rosa, Archy Fitz-P. 
and Birdie Boulanger, Went on to Empire. Rosa gets engagement 


for burlesque to be produced in Manchester, aud intends follow- 
ing it up in a week or two, Letter from Abrahams, Don't quite 
like the tone of it. 
MARCH. 

Sunday, 9th.—Dined with Florence and her mother, F 

Monday, Wth.—Took Rosa to Romano's’ She, poor girl, very 
much cut up at my having been to see my fiancée yesterday— 
obstinate girl—and grasps anything but the situation, 


APRIL, 

Tucsday, \st.—Rosa wired me to meet her at Burlington, but she 
didn’t turn up Dear girl must be ill or something. 

Saturday, 19th.—Called on Abrahams in the morning. After- 
noon, gave Rosa stunning pair of diamond earrings. Supper in 
evening. By the way, saw Florence and her mother driving in 
Park before lunch, Sight of them reminded me that it was 
Florence's birthday—sent hera al of gloves, just to pile onagony, 

Tuesday, 29th,—Abrahaus calls. 


May. 
Wedncaday, 7th.—Down in Manchester for a short time, Saw 
Rosa. In course of conversation, promised to marry her. 
Monday, 19th,—News of our engagement spread like a prize 
fight. Dramatic papers full.of it, Wonder what Florence will say? 
Tuesday, 27th.—Abrahams again. 


JUNE. 


ve they B 7th.—Ran against Florence and her mother at Epsom, 
F, looked deuced handsome, Tried to pump out her opinion con- 
cerning myself and Rosa, Wouldn't be car ved. She has had an 
invitation for Mra. 8.’s dance on July 17th. So have I. 

Sunday, 1sth.—Weut to church in evening for tirst time for four 
years and a half. Florence was there. 

Saturday, 2\st.—1 do wish Abrahams would call a little less fre- 
quently —say three times a week instead of fourteen, 


JULY, 

Tu:sday, Vsth,—Walked through Burlington, Saw some gloves 
which, according to Flo's description of her dress, were the precise 
shade wanted for the 17th. Fosted half-dozen pairs, and jogged 
her memory about those four waltzes, 

Thursday, Vith.—Mrs. 8's dance, 

Saturday, \9th.— Dropped across Flo in Park, 

Sunday, 20sh,—Weut for a stroll in Park in morning, and eaw 
Flo again. 

AUGUST, 

Friday, 1st.—Feeling I was neglecting Rosa, took her to Good- 
wood. All went smoothly until close of the day, when I discovered 
Rosa to be the very opposite of sober. Remonstrated with her on 
way home. She grew furious and raved about Florence, Why 
about Florence, of all people in the world? 

Sunday, lith.—Wrote to Rosa, coming to conclusion that it 
would be better for us to part. Club in evening. 

Monday, 19th.—Abrahams calls to see me on a little matter of 
business, 

SEPTEMBER. 

Thursday, Wth.—Attended Law Courts in capacity of defendant 
in breach of promise case, Plaintiff, Rosa Romily, went for 
£5,000. My counsel went for her. Damages, £25v, 

Saturday, 13th, — Saw Rosa in dog-cart hos young Archy 

‘itz-P. 


Saturday, 
27th. — Archy 
bankrupt. 


OCTOBER. 
Tucsday, 7th. 
— My _twenty- 
first birthday. 
Several people 
call to congratu- 
late me—among 
them Abrahams 
NOVEMBER, 
Thursday, 
13¢h.—Cut Abra- 
hams in_Picca- 
dilly. No need 
to recognize him 
now. Saw Flo 
a good deal at 
Mrs. Z.’s dance, 
Sunday, 16th, 
—Called on Mrs, 
Z. Sodid F, 
Tuesday, 18th. 
—Went to see 
Flo's governor 
in afternoon, 
Stayed todinner, 
Florence was 
home to dinner, 


DECEMBER. 

Christmas Day.—Grubbed off Florence's father’s festive board. 
Mistletoe great success, So was Florence. February the twenty- 
seventh, I think she said, but I must ask her again, to make sure. 
Poor Archy ! I’m really awfulls sorry for him, poor chap! but he’s 
only got himself to thank, after all! Wonder what sort of wife 
she'll make! Not upto much, | fancy—or perhaps up to too much. 
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FA-bul Suspicion. 


THE liveliest hues at Yule one views 
Upon the costume of the fair! 
They cause delight with colours bright, 
In frocks, or ribbons for the hair ; 
But though of brilliant hues we've quantum suff, 
The favourite Yuletide tint is lindman's * Bai,” 
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SLOPER'’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS, 


| THE JEALOUS HARLEQUIN, 


moment, 


forward, and, with a shriek of horror, cast berself at her master’s feet, “Look bere ; keep a straight face, ; Rose (sarcastically). That's one of the disadvantages ef not possessing 
and clung tightly to his legs. “Spare her, master; spare her!" cried Alsee; . t eanicdenkapls right bag Lad money. 

she, Poor Mary ! how frightene she wus. But how was she to know that as much as one smile appear on your face, or attempt to drop one of your Ethel, But J did not purchase the cards. 

her master and mistress were only rehearsing private theatricals ? eyelids, and down you go!” y). 


A BOXING-DAY MISADVENTURE. 
IN ye se 


(1). “ Yo-0-0-icks, yo-0-0-icks, boys! ‘ere's a bloomin' snip. A real ‘un, A (2). “There's Park. Let's chuck 
J bran’ new fiver in this ‘ere dusbin !" a th Gad pond cums Upton, gop ab Slo tas ce 
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(3). “Strewth ! what a proper grand stand and all! Look out, mateys! ‘Of’ we | (4), “Kerbang!” A jerry-mand son of a mouldly horse-thief shifted the “If the dashed people will hang a lot of dashed holly up 
are at last!” | lineh pin’ and bolted with the wheels ! Wardygurdy rans rotten fourth. with the mistletoe, they should fasten it securely—dash it!” 
= al 


GOOD OLD FATHER CHRISTMAS! 


a3) 


A PANTOMIME DIVINITY. 


i « Why. he 

Ada, I say, Gertie, do you know what Pa's Christmas present to us is ? F . a charming. git? Tethe hearts ot the 

tage? cto oar ened ed Curtetuasey appeprance? “Buches 4 Majesty i the via Jf Bi satanic 
CJ 

Ada. Two eligible young men invited to dinner to-morrow. appesrel of the dian, The ua deg a aol bad’ time of 


of 
Gertie. Hooray! that Grand it below, after all.” 
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THe SEASONS AXO in the 
From Ni SUMMER Dances 
Joophigits by Me Seasioe 
In SPRING she 
goes fo milk 
D) the cows, 


Hl (OP. sive) 
h 


A PAIR OF CHRISTMAS BOXES. 

m, Begor! that’s the koind av Christmas box we're 
afther givin’ to a white-livered ven eoragaticaryyd Pat tere re 
Rooney (suddenly appeart that's soort a 

“inate Toke fick Doolan. 


In nut brown 
AUTUMN 
cuts be A 
{ canvas corn. Fay 


/ 


ok 
yy, WN oe 
INSULT TO INJURY. 


| (1 Urehin. All right, old ‘un, I see yer makin slides in the 
the danger r por the patie, Tk eo > 


“Give me two of ‘ Unsweetened,’ and a goodly supply of female loveliness, and I am happy.”—A. SLOPER. ani T've bin watchin 


ve 


Kale: Respite CHAMBER. 
sleumewme I was not alone. | 1 wasn't—there was a b—g as 


ai seas ait ine over the ad act from Christmas Ghost Story. 


AN INCIDENT OF CHRISTMAS NIGHT. 


up 


MONKEY TRICKS. 
And just as they were coming into dinner, too. 


A FAIR DIVISION, Horrible predicament « a Jack Jobing wh 0 has slagarging olor ige feat AT THE REHEARSAL, 


he ' two young ladies whose hea fortunes are at his disposal. “ Which to kiss 
he Bi hgh ooqgedlgrelapen gion peargparmten =a OF ea jack afterwards to an intimate friend, “I did not know—there would wor, Woet faster, You seairaeted Wonts s1e meste trou (aan Yen Te 
ic Al rah, wae dese, vs iad g, ga have poem jeslouny eliBer Way. The consequerte was that I had to seek refuge in ‘What the Dickens thas become of General Boogh ?> 
ts @iamond ea on sched volo and you have the plea of a severe cold, might be contagious. Hard lines, but just my Head. Dunno, genalogy he ast time Yanw him be and Sir Witrid 
of the flower. Ma ent pista cnn T'm sure!” luck, though !” Les wo olsun in the fairies’ dressing-room, both dead drank, 
REPT LET OL LN PT TT TT IT MAT, ep SS ot dead ele eo < — . ‘ 
peel Sree tar hate) in, on IT ee eee Lae a seme ye 
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Pordger's Great Grief. 


He was a very mild and comparatively innocuous chappie, don't 
yer know. He had all the trade marks of the genuine article, wore 
is vacuous expression on his face and an eyeglass in one eye, had 
a brand of collars and cuffs of such etiffnesas that a garment made 
of barbed wire fence might have been considered an easily worn 
and thoroughly comfortable article when compared with them, 
and, generally, 
had an airabout 
him of the Lord- 
be - thanked - I - 
had-a-father-be- 
fore-me sort. 

But, in addi- 
tion to all these 
aids to distinc- 
tion, he was 
bashful and shy. 
It was not in 
the giddy ball- 
room, nor in the 
street, nor be- 
hind the side 
wings that this 
shyness was ap- 
parent, In these 
places he was 
all right, but it 
was when he 
had to facean 
audience—when 
he had to arise, 
and say half a 
dozen words of 
thanks or con- 
gratulations 
that his shyness overtook him and chased him to cover. For 
hours before the ordeal he felt cold shivers gliding down his 
spine, and when the fatal moment came, he usually burst out in 
a tidal wave of perspiration, which washed the starch out of his 
collars, and left them flapping like the ears of a Skye terrier 
when in a state of repose. 

This shyness was distressing. It would have been unpleasant 
for anyone in almost any circumstance, but from the fact that the 
father of Augustus Montmorency Podger had decided that Augustus 
was fit for nothing higher than being a professional statesman, it 
was doubly awkward. Asa rule, budding legislators are enpentes 
to say something or other with a more or less glibness. hen 
Augustus rose to speak, he invariably found that he had con- 
cealed his few remarks away down in the toes of his boots, and 
that it was utterly impossible to get them up when he wanted 


them. 

It looked dismally likely that the humble ambition of the mer- 
cantile Podger to see his son in Parliament would never be realized. 
‘The knowledge of this fact made old Podger crusty, and at times 
he had been known to threaten to put the youthful Podger on an 
allowance which would be quite inadequate to maintain the purity 
ay poceoenens of his linen and the other necessaries belonging to 

is stat 

Augustus Montmorency Podger felt that something must be done, 

and he was prepared to do it; but the misfortune was that he knew 
not what todo. But he did something. But he inserted an advertise- 
ment in one of the largest circulations, that a young gentleman 
desired to take lessons in elocution, and he received eleven thousand 
eight hundred and seventy-seven replies. It was evident that if 
he couldn't elocute it wasn't for want of teachers. 
E M. Podger chose a professor. He chose him by shutting 
his eyes, diving into the ocean of envelopes, and taking the first 
that came. Then he visited the professor at his mansion. It was 
in a shady street in the East-end, and was approached by a nice 
avenue of four flights of stairs. Here Augustus laboured diligently 
to develop a voice. The professor insisted that what he most 
required was courage, and, to impart that courage, he was ordered 
to acquire a story, which he was to deliver on the earliest oppor- 
tunity and as frequently as possible. 

Augustus selected the story. It was a funny one when he first read 
it, but by the time he had read it over about half million of times 
he was convinced that it was less cheerful than an account of a 
funeral, But he toiled away at it industriously, and in course of 
time he was letter perfect as ed the text and more than per- 
fect in the inatter of gesticulation. He knew exactly where to look 
ely. where to look grave, where to as a roguish leer with his eye, 
where to wink and where to wipe his nose. Aud he hungered for 
a chance to face an audience and paralyze them. The proficiency 
he had acquired was far from making him quite ready for Parliament 
but the possession of courage, begot of practice, would be bringing 
him a step nearer, 

An at length the time came when he would have the coveted 
honour of appearing before an audience. It was at a “ Happy 
Evening for the People,” which may prove a happy evening for 
the audience, but seldom does so for the performers. Augustus 
was down on the programme, to tell a story in the second part. 
Someone else was down to tell a story in the first part. Augustus 
was nervous, and though he had rehearsed that story six or eight 
times that day before the mirror, and felt sure of his ground, he 
was still shaky. On the plea that the hall was warm, he went out- 
side and ed backwards and forwards, muttering his story. Many 
people who observed him thought he was eccentric, most people 
fancied he was drunk. Ere he had cooled sufficiently, the first part 
of the programme was finished, and he came in to await his turn. 
All the performers who had got their troubles over successfully 
were looking radiant ; those who were yet to appear were looking 
doubtful. The turn of Augustus at last came, 

He felt prepared to meet it. The courage of a lion was within 
him; the final rehear- 
sals outside and the 
cool air_had restored 
him. He stepped 
briskly on to the plat- 
form, and plunged into 
‘the story at once, 

The story opened 
‘funnily, but Augustus 
noticed that no one 
llaughel. Indeed, he 
noticed that several 
faces visibly length- 
ened and one or two 
peors looked uneasy 

natead of happy. He 
had reached and passed 
the second opportunity 
for hilarity, and there 
wasn't even the ghost 
of a smile. 

Then the chairman 
pulled the coat-tails of 
Augustus Montmor- 
ency Podger,aud whis- 
pered into his ear that 
the man in the first 

yart of the programms 

ind told that story. 
Would he give them 
something else? Would 
he? Yes, he would— 
and he did! He bestowed on that audience the look of a vasilisk, 
and dep irted down the platform stairs two steps at a tine, 

Then the andience laughed consumedly, 

Dod's Parliamentary list will be searched in vain for the name of 
Augustus Moutwurency Podger, 


August 


ALLY SLOPERS CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


Beautifully printed in Chromo-Lithography from a design; by 
W. F. THOMAS. 


TO BE GIVEN AWAY! 
10,000 
SLOPER CHRISTMAS CARDS, 


to readers of 


“ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS.” 


*,* It is quite impossible for ALLY to send these Cards by Post 
unlessa stamped and directed envelope, measuring 43 x 33 in., 
is sent for the purpose. df ou want one, please call at 
“THE SLOPERIES,” and ask fora Sloper Christmas Card, 
any day between 9 A.M. and 6 P.M., except Saturday, and 


ALLY WILL BE PLEASED TO SEE YOU. 


Sloper’s Christmas TW agar. 
He ENTERTAINS A DEMON UNAWARES. 


He winked, he blinked, he grinned, he smiled 
Upon his wife and dearest child. 
With smile as virtuous, holy, mild, 
As smile of pious priest. 
“ My dears, I'm all too poor to book 
Our seats, 80 we, by hook or crook, 
Must e’en secure a gratis look 
At Beauty and the Beast.” 


Now, Ma and Tootsie, when they heard 
His brilliant echeme, at once concurred ; 
And soon a Sheriff's heart was sti 

To gladness by a simp- 
Le invitation worded thus : 
“Come round on Christmas Eve, my Gus, 
And drink the fragrant tea with us 

And taste the festive shrimp.” 


On Christmas Eve divinely glowed 

The Sheriff's features, as he strode 

Into The World Famed Wreck’s abode 
And shook the world famed paw. 

On Christmas Eve divinely sweet 

Was Tootsie in her  aldang wt net 

And Gus felt queer from head to feet 
When her dear charms he saw. 


“T fear your cup and saucer both. 

Are cracked, my boy!” The Fossil quoth, 

“ What reck ?” cries Harris, nothing loth, 
“They like our jokes will be!” 

“The margarine is rank, I fear, 

Bays Tootsie. “That is well, m 

Quoth Gus, “for should not ran 
With men of rank agree?” 


But, oh! what Muse could tell us how 

The jovial Gus contrived to plough 

Through doorsteps, shrimps and tea, enow 
‘To feed the hungriest ox? f 

What Muse could tell us how the sight 

Of his omnivorous appetite : 

O’erwhelmed r M e Sloper quite 
As with electric shocks? 


Anon to SLOPER whispered she, 
“ Dodrat the fellow! We shall be 
Completely ruined soon, if he 
ntinues thus to feast.” 

And SLOPER murmured back, “ Ahem! 
Shut up, my dear! I care no dem 
About the vast expense. Remem- 

Ber Beauty and the Beast.’ 


But, while the ravenous Sheriff ate, 
Lo! from his face, by some strange fate, 
His MASK fell off upon his plate. 

And what a vengeful “cuss” 
From SLOPER’S lips was fiercely shot 
When SLOPER learned, with rancour hot, 
That some infernal fraud had got 

The note he'd sent to Gus! 

SS 


Whe WDatent Ae wins 


THE author of the famous song of 

“Tramp, boys, tram; 

And fig deeded * 
must or ought to have made a lot of money at the time out of 80 
deservedly popularasong ; but every song has its day, and “ Tramp, 
Boys” has, of necessity, mn shelved for compositions of a more 
or tn frisky nature, The song that now promises to become a 
household nuisance is one com by un littérateur eminent, 
whose name, for obvious reasons, isat present withheld. It is called 
“The Patent Twins,” and the first words, strange to say, not unlike 
the song above referred to, are :— 

“Clamp, boys, clamp, 

And be well printed.” 
The origin of the song is casily explained. It is to celebrate the 
invention, by Mr. Harvey Dalziel, of what he calls Dalziel's 
Patent “ Twin-Clamp" Stereo-Blocks, These blocks are invaluable 
to all printers, as they save, on an average, 30% of time on all the 
old methods of mounting stereo and electro plates, and Le 
uniform good work all through the printing, and with less trouble, 
too. The best proof of the excellence of the invention is that this 
year’s “ ALLY SLOPER'’S CHRISTMAS HoLipayYs” is printed from 
electros mounted on Dalziel’s Patent “ Twin-Clamp" Stereo-Blocks. 
The result speaks for itself. 153 Fleet Street is the Office. 
Mr. Harvey Dalziel is there all day long, waiting to welcome any 
London or Provincial Printers who want clamping, and “ Ander- 
ton’s Hotel” is near at hand, so 

“Clamp, boys, clamp, 

And be well printed.” 


Wee 
good cheer 


Purchasers of 


Ally Sloper’s Christmas Holidays 


should compete for 


SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS BOX OF 


which amount will be giten by MR. GILBERT DALZIEL to the 
person who collects the largest amount in penny subscriptions for 
“ ALLY SLOPER’s CHRISTMAS APPEAL,” Ao one name to be put 
down for more thana penny, Please write out clearly the names 
with 1d, opposite each, add up total and forward the amount in 
Stamps or Postal Orders, or in any other form if more convenient, 
together with your list, addressed— 
“SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS BOX,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Laue, Fleet St., London, E.C, 
*,* The List will close December 31st, 1890, 


THR NAME OF THE WINNER OF THE £25 WILL BE PUBLISHED IN 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY ” EARLY IN JANUARY, 1891, 


*,* All Competitors’ moneys will be kept and put towards 
“ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS APPEAL,” and their names, with 
number of 1d. Subscriptions obtained by them, published in “ALLY 
SLOPER’s HALr-Houipay " early in January, 1891. 


(Christmas, 1890. 
WWAootsie’s Gerry EY hristmas. 


I HAVE, however, grave doubts about the merriment. J i 
St Gant tow, ond tals bal my clghtacath buibaar| “Hoe ce 
world hardens one. But then, to be sure, you don’t happen to live 


with my family. 

If I had my way, I should lock myself up iu a castle all alone 
all through the 
falsely called 
Festive Season 
and draw up 
the drawbrid, 
and then, in the 
very tumpiest 
of chairs, in the 
snuggest core 
ner, nice 
boo 


shell Novels,” 
he calls it—a 
collection of 
the most de- 
lightful _half- 
humorous, 
half-pathetic 
stories, at 
which you may 
laug’ and cry 
almost in the 
same breath. 

Among the 
comic tales is 
one of a poor 
y man who 
spent Christ- 
mas night in 
the Diving Bell 
at the Poly- 
technic, owing to the breaking of the chain, and is married in it 
next aot by special licence, the bride, perforce, remaining 
— bloags ts 8 pa es Nari 

‘his year, r our us stmas games, and after Billy had 
obliged with a carol or two, we had private theatricals. To William 
Higgins from next door and that Alexandry was intrusted the 
building of the stage and fixing of the scenery in what was, til] 
the floor fell out, our back drawing room. 

The wardrobe next occupied attention, and Eveliny prowled 
around and annexed. When Poor Pa found his Court suit had been 
cut down in the arms and legs, he used Words, and Ma talked a 
re deal about what was done to her Sunday bonnet. The cast, 

hardly think, was a happy one. Uncle Boffin, was not an 
exhilarating clown after they hit and hurt him, and it would have 
required so many spangles if Full Blown Billy, as Harlequin, had 
been quite properly covered all over with them, that it would have 


Snippy-snappy t 


Chirpy-chirpy ! 


taken half the hands in Bow Street to lg ean the work by 
Boxing Day from early in October. The k Snook as Pantaloon, 
was perhaps a little nearer the mark ; ‘but as Columbine, I rather 
fancy Nellie Hikiks took the extra quality cake, 

The title of our pantomime was invented by Lord Bob, and was 
Harlequin Cinderella up Jack's Beanstalk, searching for Mother 
Goose's sds Sebrepiad in Sinbad the Sailor's Ally Barber's Shop, 
where Dick Whittington killed Jack the Giant over the way round 
the corner. The opening was a trifle mixed, being played solely by 
Alexandry and William Higgins, who found the changes for doubles 
a trifle too heavy, and aftera while hung hastily written labels 
round their necks, which, owing to the spelling and their usually 
being put on the wrung boy, made the story difficult to follow. 

Ma, who had spent the morning building stony hearted tarta ene 

weighty 
eakes for 
the refresh- 
ment of the 
company, 
went to 
sleep 2? 
good deal, 
as did also 
Poor Pa, 


up when 
another gas 
globe went 
smash, and 
called out 
“Oncore ! 
with much 
enthusi- 
asm, 

The een- 
sation of 
the even- 
ing, how- 
ever, was 
decidedly 
the giving 
way of the 

arlour 

loor,the 
beam in 
which Bill- 
iam ha 

sawn 
through for 


the parce of sinking the beanstalk. Billy and Boffin were too 
much for the reat of the supporte, and they unexpectedly visited 
the Dismal Realms of Boundless Beetledom, Nellie, fortunately, 
having just quitted the stage. 

The supper and servant girl bclow were flattened out, 


Corks-porky-nosey-posy ! 


| 


em ~Srs4 tt 


k by 
loon, 
ather 


d was 
hes 
0“ 
ae 

ly 
abla 
labels 
sually 
v. 
ts and 
ghty 
's for 
fresh- 
of the 
any, 
i to 
a 
Foal, 
1 also 
r Pa. 
how- 
woke 
when 
ler gas 
. went 
h, and 
1 out 
sore!" 
much 
husi- 


e sen- 
on of 
even- 
how: 
r, Was 
id edly 
giving 
of the 
lour 
yr, the 
min 
h Bill- 
1 had 
.wn 

ugh for 
ere too 
visited 
nately, 
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SWISS 


vy 


MILK 


FOR CHRISTMAS 


Will help you to get a Good Cup of 
COFFEE, TEA, or COCOA. 


Will Improve your GUSTARDS and PUDDINGS. 


-NESTLE’S SWISS MILK THE RICHEST IN CREAM. 


rod 


POSITIVELY THE BEST HAIR-DRESSING 
For Strengthening, Beautifying, and Imparting a Lovely Fragrance. 


EDWARDS’ 


Luxuriant Hair, Whiskers and Moustachios 


to pe in a few weeks, : 
wit injury to the skin, and no 
matter at what age. 

The World - renowned 
Remedy for Baldness, from 
whatever cause arising. 
ducer of Whiskers and Mov- 
STActHtos it has never been equalled. 
As a Curse of Weak Trin 
Evecasnes, or Restosinc Grev 
Hare to its Oricinatu Cotour, 
ie! rae 15., 28. 6d., 35. 64., 
an fe & 
Chemists, Hairdressers and Per- 
famers all over the world, or sent 
direct, free from fe 
receipt of Tia 28. 10d. 


Positively Forces 


and 6s., P.O. 


monials, also a valuable Treatise on 
the Cultivation of Hair, forwarded 
* free on application. 


HARLENE 


As a pro- 


bottle; from 


om, on 
» id, 
ed.” Testi: 


Special Offer to Readers of ‘‘ Ally Sloper’s Christmas Holidays.” 
A 50, 6d. TRIAL BOTTLE FOR 30, 
Holidays,” who sends us this Couyon, with 


and 6d, to cover postage, 
before March gist, 2891. 


a 
$s. 64. of Edwards’ HARLENE. pro- 


18.3 Fuli' ditto, 1s. 6d,; 
Od.; best, 2s, 3d.; or rising top, 3s. 3d.; Set 
or 


T= MARVELLOUS KENSINGTON LAN- 
TERNS AND SLIDES. — A beautifw 


Japanned Metal Magic Lantern on 
polished wooden platform, fitted with 
chimney, lamp, double focussing tube, 
two best lenses, and *Mcomic slides, post- 
free, 1s. 3d. ; ayer ditto, with 

figures, 28.; su; rand still larger, 
2s. Gl., 38. 6d,, 2 fe Up to Son 
Bee Special Magic Lantérn Catalogue, 


D, D. D. M, DOLLIE DAISY DIMPLE'S SEWING MACHINE.— 
fe A Real Beautiful Working Sewing Machine whade entirely 


of metal, with cotton, needle, clothes, and everything 
complete, Warranted to work, 2s, 6d. each, carriage free. The 
beet present out for a young lady. 


Ts MODEL STEAM DANCING SAILOR OR CLOWN.—Dances 
by steam one hour each time. Most wonderful invention, 
trong metal ler, tripod stand, dancing platform, 
furnace, and figure complete, price 1s. 8d. Six different figures 

to work on same engine, 7d. extra, 
D D. D., D. V.,and R. R. R.— 
0 Miss Dolly Daisy Dimple 
and Dimple Villa. For- 


dresses 0! 
coloured calico, Hats, Skirts, 
Corsete, Underciothing, etc. all 


The 44d. R., 
licking erick. The Dashing Middy with his sea chest. 
Gailor’ id off, 50 articles in all, for 

red with the other two toys, the Jot bard 


Sieet. Common Rub- 
dish 
10,000 Pairs ready to go off by Return of Post. 


dade. ot eonnet 
Rept. 


only recognised 
Carriage free, 6s. 

t quality. Once the Screws 
tothe feet, it is only necessary to press a 
on_or off. Price, free, 38. 6d. Nickel 
POPULAR KENSINGTON STEEL 
by means of a screw knob, with leather straps 
toe, Free, 28, 
tion. Order to- 


yxes cont 

dies, Reflectors, Fancy 

etc., carriage-free, 

zis. \ xes of Frost, Ad., 
Gold and Gelatine Paper 


-, 1s, 2d., 28. 
of Christmas 


q™ar EXCELSIOR CHRISTMAS BOX PARCELS.—10s. worth 
of goods for 28, 6d. None sold after Xmas at this price. 

Simply a gigantic Xmas Box. Each parce! contains: The 
Enchanted Syrinz, the new musical instrument, the Magic 
Photograp), the great American Pictorial Puzzle, 16 by 12 in., 
a Nickel Silver Pen and Pencil, two 4d. Xmas Cards, a Xmas 
Booklet, a Crocodile Leatherette Writing Case, with com 


part- 
men' for note paper, envelopes, etc., a blotter, 12 superb 
Colouret Plates of Celebrated English’ Battles and Victoria 


for Xmas decorations, and three good 
jot for 28, riage tree, 
for 4s. 6d., or three for 63. oe 2 ican 


AND NEW YEAR'S CARDS. 

ove justiy celebrated Packets this season are of the most stu- 
Peptoss value. Last year our sales more than doubled, and 

his Christmas we are offering guality and quantity such 

as will drive all competitors out of the field, Our cards always 
please and bring us hundreds of fresh customers through re- 
commendation alone, Our No. 1, 28, 6d. packet contains four 
card, 6ix 4d. cards, six 3d. cards, twelve 2d. carde, twenty 

1d. cards, and thirty various ice cards of Flowers, Fruita, 
Scenery, Shipping, Winter Views, Aniwais, Castles, Comic 
Figures, e Most of these are of the greatest recherche 


character, with 
addition to above, ten Gold Ba 


Mamma's Pets, five Nix; 
and the Magnificent Lighthouse Card,a model of a Lighthouse 
at and which contains eight other cards, ore! 110 carda, 
free for 28. 6d. is packet must be seen to be believed. No 
one can credit the tremendous value given. This Packet is 
worth ge 128, 6d, 

The No. 2 Packet contains two 1s, Cards, six 6d., six 4d., 
twelve 3d., and twelve 2d. Cards free, 2s, 6d. Every purchaser 
of two 28. 6d, Packets will receive free a beautiful 1s. Christmas 


envelo) 


assorted sizes, Sd. and 2s. 6d. per packet, 
Three Is, 


at 6d. In. 
ristinas Booklets, ail different, for 18, 6d. frev, 
THE CELEBRATED 


BIJOU MAGIC LANTERNS AND SLIDES. 


THE SALE INCREASES EVERY YEAR. NOTHING BETTER 
FOR A PRESENT. Best Quality and Lowest Iricea, 

5 HESE carry 

the palm over 


faction every- 
where, 
No. 1 Set com- 
ises a beat Eng- 
lish made Lantern, fitted with two lenses, paraffin lamp, «lass 
chimney, silvered reflector, 60 really Comic Figures on 12 long 
Slides, complete Nursery ‘Tales, each Tale having 12 Pictures 
on 4si:des, making 36 more pictures i 2 Comic Blipping Slides 
“Moving Lever Slides, 2 Moving Panorama Slides, 1 “Good 
Night,” 1 * Welcome,” 1 Curtain, 1 Queen, 1 Man Swallowing 
Rata, 2 Chinese Fireworks Slides, making 109 pictures in all, 
compicte with instructions, giving a picture on the sheet of 3 
feet diameter. Price, 108, 6d, No, 2—Precisely similar, but 
having a No. 2 Lantern and No, 2 Slides, forming a larger size 
throug . Gives a picture 4 feet in diameter. Price, 14s, 6d. 
No. 3,— mega No.3 Lantern No.3 Slides. Throughouta 
very excellent ect, giving a5 fe ameter picture. Price, 218, 
Bottles of specially prepared Chemical Oil, giving far superior 
light, at Is., Is. 60. and 2s, 6d. Larwer sets up to £5) Bee 
Illustrated Catalogue of Lanterns and Slides, 60 pages, 3d. 
RAND ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE, with 40 Engravings, 
ost free, ld. Novelties of every description imaginable, 
special Catalogue of Steain Engines and Parts, 3d. Special 
Catalogue of Magic Lanterns, Slides,and Apparatus, 3d. Extra 
Special Ditto, 2 pages, sd. Catalogue of Organs, Pianos, 
ashers, Mail Carts, Sewing Machines, Organettes, Tricycle 
Horses, etc., 2u. 


SHIPPERS AND TRADE SUPPLIED. 


J. THEOBALD & COMPANY. (fsiyi:t) 
7a Bath Place, & 20 Church Street, Kensington, London, W. 
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NESTLE 


She Season’s Greeting. 
(NOT BY A. SLOPER, ESQ.) 


So Christmas is hero, and there's joy through the land; 
The banner of peace and goodwill is unfurled ; 
The big merry world likes to shake Beecham’s hand, 
While Beecham is proud to shake hands with the world. 
For this is a jolly time—mistletoe, holly time-—-. 
Fun making, feasting and frolicsome folly time. 
Still, when you're told by the wise and reflective, 
This is the time, too, you'll need a corrective, 
Why, take BEECHAM'S PILLS, 
And avoid doctor's bills; 
Let Beecham set right all digestion defective. 
Enjoy your “plum duff,” 
And “a bottle of stuff,” 
NOT prescribed by the College of Surgeons collective ! 


The New Year is on us, the Old Year's behind, 

And some folk found fortune and some found hard knocks, 
And some made that really valuable find— 

Sound health in the pills WORTH A GUINEA A BOX. 
Authors have told of ’em truths that are gold of 'em, 
Artists have painted advertisements bold of ’om; 

Rovors, who visit far lands to explore ’em, 
Soon see that wisdom arrived there bofore ‘em. 
On primitive hills 
To read “TAKE BEECHAM’S PILLS” 
Is something, they say, that goes well nigh to floor ’em. 
Fen Stanley, ‘tis thought 
(Though we doubt the repe:t), 
Found blacks taking Beecham to brace and restore 'em! 


A truce to our fun; yet before we have done 
There's a marvellous fact to make clear. 

BEECHAM’S PILLS have a sale—ere we start ‘ninety-one — 
Of some six million boxes this year! 

Which, with growing demand in each civilized land, 
Is best proof of their value and worth. 

So, now, friends, au revoir. May Good Health, hand in hand 
With Good Luck, be your lines upon earth! 


SUNLIGHT SOAP 


MONTHLY 


COMPETITION 


FOR YOUNG FOLKS ONLY. 


Competitors not to be ever 17 years of age last 

birthday. 

The first of these Monthly Competitions com- 
menced on August 3lst, followed by others on 
September 30th, October 31st, November 30th 
December 31st, and will be continued until 
further notice. There is no element of chance 
in these competitions, the winning of a prize de- 
pending entirely on the perseverance and trouble 
taken to collect the wrappers. The competitions 
are held every month, so failure in one does not 
discourage, but stimulates to a fresh effort. 


‘PRIZES VALUE OVER £600) 


60 Silver Keyless Lever Watches, value 
&4 4s. h. 


. each. 
100 Silver Keyless Watches, value 20s. each. 
8 Tricycles and 8 Safety Bicycles. 

Do not allow other Soaps said to be the same List of Winners will be forwarded by the 15th 
as the “Sunlight” Soap to be palmed off upon | of the month fullowing on receipt of address 
you. If fon oc, Jou must expect to Led oe | and half-penny stamp to cover postage. 
appoin See that you get what you ask for, - 
and that the word “Sunlight” is stamped upon eal Ke ern anon La Peak ec tre alt 
every tablet, and printed upon every wrapper. . Birkenhead. 


A Cheerful Old Soul. 


It is possible for a woman with increasing 
years to continue to do laundry work. Thous- 
ands who would have been laid aside under the 
old system of washing have proved what Sun- 
light Soap can do in reducing labour, The 
cleansing properties of Sunlight Soap save years 
of arduous toil. Reader, prove Sunlight Soap 
for yourself; by giving the best article a trial 
you will do yourself a real service. 


BEWARE!! 


No. SONGS. 

3 A Boy’s best Friend is his Mother 
433 A Flower from Mother's Grave 
49 Call me back again 

78 Down by the River Side I stray 
421 Dutch Clockman (A, LLoyD) 
438 I had Fifteen Dollars in my In- 

side Pocket 
437 1'll meet her when the Sun goes 
down 

432 I owe Ten Dollars to O'Grady 
427 Little Peach in an Orchard grew 
178 Mistletoe Bough 
203 Old Folksat Home (Swanee Riv.) 
403 Only to see her Face again 
212 Our Hands have met (False 
423 Pretty Pond Lilies (Friend) 
226 Ring out the Bells for Christinas 
435 She's the only Girl | love 
408 Ship that never returned 
411 SONG THAT REACHED MY 
253 Starlight Nell (HEART 
2¢7 Then you'll remember me 
433 Tipperary Christening 


. No, PIANOFORTE. 
Co wiry Loe 320 Blue Danube Waltz (easy) 
rrec AULONS § 350 Blumenlied (G. LANGE) 
, an 330 Dewdrop Waltz 
Z pigs on ped Edelweiss (G. LANGE) 
lendid Paper, ) 336 Fairy Wedding Waltz 
Pp. P 339 Grand March (BLAKE—easy ) 
343 Highland Schottische 
318 Lancers’ Quadrille (Original) 
351 Little Folks’ Quadrille 
353 Maiden’s I’rayer 
445 Mocking Bird March 
453 Pasquinade (GOTTSCHALK ) 
#24 Pretty Pond Lilies Waliz 
451 Ray of Sunshine 
152 Robin's Return 
369 Rosey Posey Waltz (easy) 
372 Snowdrop Polka 
374 Silvery Waves (easy) 
461 Song that reached my Heart 
x Waltz 
or 377 Sweet Kiss Polka 
13 ies {| y 4465 Waves of the Ocean 
$24 White Wings Waltz 
298 White Wings copies or §, 46> Who's that’ calling 
410 Who's t!at calling so sweet CATALOGUES POST-FREE. Polka 
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REDEEMING THE FORFEITS. ! 


Goose (to himsel/), Wa,ha! this ts the raseal that killed the 
Greater part of my fami v for market, is it? Revenge! 


“ What do you want with all that mistletoe, Lottie?” 
That remark shows that it's your first Christ- 


mas at this theatre. Why, by to-morrow you will dnd 

this mistletoe worn down toa single shred —. to the number 

of times it has been utilized. There is no hal 
business here. 
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Ethel (holding up be dela “Here's a pretty thing, a very pretty thing, and what's to be 
done to the owner of pretty thing? 
Maud. He must craw! round the room on all fours, and he-haw three times up the chimney. 
Bthel (who owes Lord C.a grudge). Oh, that won't doat all,dear, This ts Lord Cillyman’s 


forfeit ; the penance fy too easy. You must impose another that won't come quite so 
Little ineident in the Christmas nightmare of Alexandry naturally to him (His lordship gasps. 
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lena THE ANATOMY OF A PANTOMIME. 
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WHERE PLENTY REIGNS. ' 
View of old Mr. Goodheart’s kitchen on Christmas morning. ! 
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How thoroughly they both enjoy | “a 


The first skate of the year! 
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THE M:STLETOE BOUGH (loq.). 
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